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THE SEA LADY 


CHAPTER THE FIRST 
THE COMING OF THE SEA LADY 


I 


UCH previous landings of mermaids as 
have left a record, have all a flavour 

of doubt. Even the very circumstantial 
account of that Bruges sea lady, who was 
so clever at fancy work, gives occasion to the 
sceptic. I must confess that I was absolutely 
incredulous of such things until a year ago. 
But now, face to face with indisputable facts 
in my own immediate neighbourhood, and 
with my own second cousin Melville (of 
Seaton Carew) as the chief witness to the 


story, I see these old legends in a very 
r 
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different light. Yet so many people con- 
cerned themselves with the hushing-up of 
this affair, that, but for my sedulous enquiries, 
I am certain it would have become as doubt- 
ful as those older legends in a couple of score 
of years. Even now to many minds—. 

The difficulties in the way of the hushing- 
up process were no doubt exceptionally great 
in this case, and that they did contrive to do 
so much seems to show just how strong are 
the motives for secrecy in all such cases. 
There is certainly no remoteness nor ob- 
scurity about the scene of these events. 
They begin upon the beach just east of 
Sandgate Castle, towards Folkestone, and 
they ended on the beach near Folkestone 
pier, not two miles away. The business 
began in broad daylight on a bright blue 
day in August and in full sight of the 
windows of half a dozen houses, At first 
sight this alone is sufficient to make the 
popular want of information almost  in- 
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credible. But of that you may think differ- 
ently later. 

Mrs. Randolph Bunting’s two charming 
daughters were bathing at the time in 
company with their guest, Miss Mabel 
Glendower. It is from the latter lady 
chiefly, and from Mrs. Bunting, that I have 
pieced together the precise circumstances of 
the Sea Lady’s arrival. From Miss Glen- 
dower, the elder of two Glendower girls, for 
all that she is a principal in almost all that 
follows, I have obtained, and have sought 
to obtain, no information whatever. There 
is the question of the lady’s feelings—and in 
this case I gather they are of a peculiarly 
complex sort. Quite naturally they would 
be. At any rate, the natural ruthlessness of 
the literary mind has failed me. I have 
not ventured to approach them... . 

The villa residences to the east of Sand- 
gate Castle, you must understand, are particu- 
larly lucky in having gardens that run right 
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down to the beach. There is no intervening 
esplanade or road or path such as cuts off 
ninety-nine out of the hundred of houses that 
face the sea. As you look down on them 
from the lift station at the western end of 
the Leas, you see them crowding the very 
margin. And as a great number of high 
groins stand out from the shore along this 
piece of coast, the beach is practically cut off 
and made private except at very low water, 
when people can get round the ends of the 
groins. These houses are consequently 
highly desirable during the bathing season, 
and it is the custom of many of their occupiers 
to let them furnished during the summer to 
persons of fashion and affluence. 

The Randolph Buntings were such persons 
—aindisputably. It is true of course that 
they were not Aristocrats, or indeed what an 
unpaid Herald would freely call ‘gentle.’ 
They had no right to any sort of arms. But 
then, as Mrs. Bunting would sometimes 
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remark, they made no pretence of that sort ; 
they were quite free (as everybody is in- 
deed nowadays) from snobbery. They were 
simple homely Buntings—Randolph Buntings 
—‘‘good people” as the saying is—of a 
widely diffused Hampshire stock addicted to 
brewing, and whether a suitably remunerated 
Herald could or could not have proved them 
‘gentle’ there can be no doubt Mrs. Bunting 
was quite justified in taking in the Gent/e- 
woman and that Mr. Bunting and Fred were 
sedulous gentlemen, and all their ways and 
thoughts delicate and nice. And they had 
staying with them the two Miss Glen- 
dowers, to whom Mrs. Bunting had been 
something of a mother, ever since Mrs. 
Glendower’s death. 

The two Miss Glendowers were half-sisters, 
and gentle beyond dispute, a county family 
race that had only for a generation stooped 
to trade, and risen at once, Antzus - like, 
refreshed and enriched. The elder, Adeline, 
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was the rich one,—the heiress, with the 
commercial blood in her veins. She was 
really very rich, and she had dark hair and 
grey eyes and serious views; and when her 
father died, which he did a little before her 
step-mother, she had only the later portion 
of her later youth left to her. She was nearly 
seven-and-twenty. She had sacrificed her 
earlier youth to her father’s infirmity of 
temper in a way that had always reminded 
her of the girlhood of Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning. But after his departure for a 
sphere where his temper has no doubt a 
wider scope—for what is this world for if it 
is not for the Formation of Character ?>—she 
had come out strongly. It became evident 
she had always had a mind, and a very active 
and capable one, an accumulated fund of 
energy and muchambition. She had bloomed 
into a clear and critical socialism, she had 
blossomed at public meetings, and now she 
was engaged to that really very brilliant 


SHE ARRIVES 7 


and promising but rather extravagant and 
romantic person, Harry Chatteris, the nephew 
of an earl and the hero of a scandal, and 
quite a possible Liberal candidate for the 
Hythe division of Kent. At least this last 
matter was under discussion and he was 
about, and Miss Glendower liked to feel she 
was supporting him by being about too, and 
that was chiefly why the Buntings had taken 
a house in Sandgate for the summer. Some- 
times he would come and stay a night or so 
with them, sometimes he would be off upon 
affairs, for he was known to be a very 
versatile, brilliant, first-class political young 
man—and Hythe very lucky to have a bid 
for him, all things considered. And Fred 
Bunting was engaged to Miss Glendower's 
less distinguished, much less’ wealthy, 
seventeen-year old and possibly altogether 
more ordinary half-sister, Mabel Glendower, 
who had discovered long since when they 
were at school together that it wasn’t any 
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good trying to be clever when Adeline was 
about. 

The Buntings did not bathe “mixed,” a 
thing indeed that was still only very doubt- 
fully decent in 1898, but Mr. Randolph Bunt- 
ing and his son Fred came down to the 
beach with them frankly instead of hiding 
away or going for a walk according to the 
older fashion. (This, notwithstanding that 
Miss Mabel Glendower, Fred’s francée, was 
of the bathing party.) They formed a little 
procession under the evergreen oaks in the 
garden and down the ladder and so to the 
sea's margin. 

Mrs. Bunting went first, looking as it were 
for Peeping Tom with her glasses, and Miss 
Glendower, who never bathed because it 
made her feel undignified, went with her— 
wearing one of those simple costly “art” 
morning costumes Socialists affect. Behind 
this protecting van came, one by one, the 
three girls, in their beautiful Parisian 
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bathing dresses and headdresses — though 
these were completely muffled up in huge 
hooded gowns of towelling—and wearing of 
course stockings and shoes—they bathed in 
stockings and shoes. Then came Mrs. 
Bunting’s maid and the second housemaid 
and the maid the Glendower girls had 
brought, carrying towels, and then at a little 
interval the two men carrying ropes and 
things. (Mrs. Bunting always put a rope 
round each of her daughters before ever they 
put a foot in the water, and held it until they 
were Safely out again. But Mabel Glen- 
dower would not have a rope.) 

Where the garden ends and the beach 
begins Miss Glendower turned aside and 
sat down on the green iron seat under the 
evergreen oak, and having found her place 
in Szx George Tressady—a book of which 
she was naturally enough at that time in- 
ordinately fond—sat watching the others go 
on down the beach. There they were, a very 
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bright and very pleasant group of prosperous 
animated people upon the sunlit beach, and 
beyond them in streaks of green and purple, 
and altogether calm save for a dainty little 
pattern of wavelets, was that ancient mother 
of surprises, the Sea. 

As soon as they reached the high-water 
mark where it is no longer indecent to be 
clad merely in a bathing dress, each of the 
young ladies handed her attendant her 
wrap, and after a little fun and laughter 
Mrs. Bunting looked carefully to see if 
there were any jelly-fish, and then they 
went in. And after a minute or so, it 
seems, Betty, the elder Miss Bunting, 
stopped splashing and looked, and then 
they all looked, and there, about thirty 
yards away was the Sea Lady’s head as 
if she was swimming back to land. 

Naturally they concluded that she must 
be a neighbour from one of the adjacent 
houses. They were a little surprised not 
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to have noticed her going down into the 
water, but beyond that her apparition had 
no shadow of wonder for them. They 
made the furtive penetrating observations 
usual in such cases. They could see that 
she was swimming very beautifully and 
that she had a _ beautiful face and very 
beautiful arms, but they could not see her 
wonderful golden hair because all that was 
hidden in a fashionable Phrygian bathing 
cap, picked up—as she afterwards admitted 
to my second cousin—some nights before 
upon a Norman f/age. Nor could they 
see her lovely shoulders because of the red 
costume she wore. 

They were just on the point of feeling 
their inspection had reached the limit of 
really nice manners, and Mabel was pre- 
tending to go on splashing again and saying 
to Betty, ‘‘She’s wearing a red dress; I 


) 


wish I could see—” when something very 


terrible happened. 
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The swimmer gave a queer sort of flop 
in the water, threw up her arms and— 
vanished | 

It was the sort of thing that seems for 
an instant to freeze everybody, just one of 
those things that everyone has read of 
and imagined and very few people have 
ape. 

For a space no one did anything. One, 
two, three seconds passed, and then for an 
instant a bare arm flashed in the air and 
vanished again. 

Mabel tells me she was quite paralysed 
with horror, she did nothing all the time, 
but the two Miss Buntings, recovering a 
little, screamed out, ‘Oh, she’s drowning!” 
and hastened to get out of the sea at once, 
a proceeding accelerated by Mrs. Bunting, 
who with great presence of mind pulled at 
the ropes with all her weight, and turned 
about and continued to pull long after they 
were many yards from the water's edge, 
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and indeed cowering in a heap at the foot 
of the sea wall. Miss Glendower became 
aware of a crisis and descended the steps, 
Six George Tressady in one hand and the 
other shading her eyes, and she cried in a 
clear resolute voice, ‘‘She must be saved!” 
The maids of course were screaming—as 
became them—but the two men appear to 
have acted with the greatest presence of 
mind. ‘Fred, Nexdoors ledder!” said 
Mr. Randolph Bunting—for the next-door 
neighbour, instead of having convenient 
stone steps, had a high wall and a long 
wooden ladder, and it had often been 
pointed out by Mr. Bunting if ever an 
accident should happen to anyone there 
was ¢hat! In a moment it seems they 
had both flung off jacket and vest, collar, 
tie and shoes, and were running the neigh- 
bour’s ladder out into the water. 

‘“Where did she go, Ded?” said Fred. 

“Right out hea!” said Mr. Bunting, and 
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to confirm his words there flashed again 
an arm and “something dark”—something 
which in the light of all that subsequently 
happened I am inclined to suppose was 
an unintentional exposure of the Lady’s 
tail. 

The two gentlemen are neither of them 
expert swimmers—indeed, so far as I can 
gather, Mr. Bunting in the excitement of 
the occasion forgot almost everything he 
had ever known of swimming — but they 
waded out valiantly one on each side of 
the ladder, thrust it out before them and 
committed themselves to the deep, in a 
manner casting no discredit upon our nation 
and race. 

Yet on the whole I think it is a matter 
for general congratulation that they were 
not engaged in the rescue of a genuinely 
drowning person. At the time of my 
enquiries whatever soreness of argument 
that may once have obtained between 
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them had passed; and it is fairly clear, 
that while Fred Bunting was engaged in 
swimming hard against the long side of 
the ladder and so causing it to rotate 
slowly on its axis, Mr. Bunting had already 
swallowed a very considerable amount of 
sea-water and was kicking Fred in the 
chest with aimless vigour. This he did, 
as he explains, ‘“‘to get my legs down, you 
know. Something about that ladder, you 
know, and they would go up!” 

And then quite unexpectedly the Sea 
Lady had appeared beside them, and one 
lovely arm supported Mr. Bunting about 
the waist, and the other was over the 
ladder. She did not appear at all pale 
or frightened or out of breath, Fred told 
me when I cross-examined him, though 
at the time he was too violently excited 
to note a detail of that sort. Indeed she 
smiled and spoke in an easy pleasant 
voice, 
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“Cramp,” she said, “I have cramp.” 
Both the men are convinced of that. 

Mr. Bunting was on the point of telling 
her to hold tight and she would be quite 
safe, when a little wave went almost entirely 
into his mouth and reduced him to wild 
splutterings. 

“Well get you in,” said Fred, or some- 
thing of that sort, and so they all hung, 
bobbing in the water to the tune of Mr. 
Bunting’s trouble. 

They seem to have rocked so for some 
time. Fred says the Sea Lady looked calm 
but a little puzzled, and that she seemed to 
measure the distance shoreward. ‘You 
mean to save me?” she asked him. 

He was trying to think what could be 
done before his father drowned. “We're 
saving you now,” he said. 

“You'll take me ashore?” 

As she seemed so cool he thought he 
would explain his plan of operations—‘ Try- 
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ing to get—end of ladder—kick with my 
legs. Only a few yards out of our depth 
—if we could only—” 

‘“Minute— get my breath — moufu’ sea- 
water, said Mr. Bunting. Splash ! 
wet! .. 

And then it seemed to Fred that a miracle 
happened. There was a vast swirl of the 
water like the swirl about a screw pro- 
peller, and he gripped the Sea Lady and 
the ladder just in time as it seemed to 
him to prevent his being washed far out 
into the Channel. His father vanished 
from his sight with an expression of 
astonishment just forming on his face, and 
reappeared, so far as back and legs are 
concerned, beside him, holding on to the 
ladder with a sort of death-grip. And 
then behold! They had shifted a dozen 
yards inshore, and they were in less than 
five feet of water and Fred could feel the 


ground. 
2 
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At its touch his amazement and dismay 
immediately gave way to the purest heroism. 
He thrust ladder and Sea Lady before him, 
abandoned the ladder and his now quite dis- 
ordered parent, caught her tightly in his 
arms, and bore her up out of the water. The 
young ladies cried ‘“‘Saved!”—the maids cried 
‘““Saved!”—distant voices echoed ‘ Saved, 
Hooray !”—everybody in fact cried ‘‘Saved!” 
except Mrs. Bunting, who was, she says, 
under the impression that Mr. Bunting was 
in a fit, and Mr. Bunting, who seems to have 
been under an impression that all those laws 
of nature by which, under Providence, we 
are permitted to float and swim, were in 
suspense, and that the best thing to do was 
to kick very hard and fast until he died. 
But in a dozen seconds or so his head was 
up again and his feet were on the ground, 
and he was making whale and walrus 
noises and noises like a horse and like an 
angry cat and like sawing, and he was wiping 
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the water from his eyes, and Mrs. Bunting 
(except that now and then she really Aad to 
turn and say ‘“ Ran-dolph!”’) could give her 
attention to the beautiful burthen that clung 
about her son. 

And it is a curious thing that the Sea Lady 
was at least a minute out of the water before 
anyone discovered that she was in any way 
different from—other ladies. I suppose they 
were all crowding close to her and looking at 
her beautiful face, or perhaps they imagined 
that she was wearing some indiscreet but 
novel form of dark riding-habit or something 
of that sort. Anyhow not one of them noticed 
it, although it must have been before their 
eyes as plain as day. Certainly it must have 
blended with the costume. And there they 
stood imagining that Fred had rescued a 
lovely lady of indisputable fashion, who had 
been bathing from some neighbouring house, 
and wondering why on earth there was no- 
body on the beach to claim her. And she 
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clung to Fred, and, as Miss Mabel Glen- 
dower subsequently remarked in the course 
of conversation with him, Fred clung to 
her. 

‘““T had Cramp,” said the Sea Lady, with 
her lips against Fred’s cheek and one eye on 
Mrs. Bunting. ‘‘I am sure it was Cramp. 
we. Uevetcot it sm” 

“T don’t see anybody—” began Mrs. 
Bunting. 

‘Please carry me in,” said the Sea Lady, 
closing her eyes as if she were ill—though 
her cheek was flushed and warm. ‘Carry 
me in.” 

“Where?” gasped Fred. 

‘Carry me into the house,” she whispered 
to him. 

‘Which house?” 

Mrs. Bunting came nearer. 

‘““ Your house,” said the Sea Lady, and 
shut her eyes for good and became oblivious 
to all further remarks. 
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“She— But I don’t understand—” said 
Mrs. Bunting, addressing everybody... . 

And then it was they saw it. Nettie, the 
younger Miss Bunting, saw it first. She 
pointed, she says, before she could find 
words to speak. Then they all sawit! Miss 
Glendower, I believe, was the person who 
was last to see it. At any rate it would have 
been like her if she was, 

“Mother,” said Nettie, giving words to 
the general horror. ‘AZother. She has a 
tal\” 

And then the three maids and Mabel 
Glendower screamed one after the other. 
“Look!” they cried. “A tail!” 

“Of all—” said Mrs. Bunting, and words 
failed her. 

‘Oh /” said Miss Glendower, and put her 
hand to her heart. 

And then one of the maids gave it a name. 
“Tt's a mermaid!” screamed the maid, and 
then everyone screamed “It’s a mermaid.” 
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Except the mermaid herself; she remained 
quite passive, pretending to be insensible, 
partly on Fred’s shoulder and altogether in 


his arms. 


I] 


Tuat, you know, is the tableau, so far as I 
have been able to piece it together again. 
You must imagine this little knot of people 
upon the beach, and Mr. Bunting, I figure, 
a little apart just wading out of the water, 
and very wet and incredulous and _ half 
drowned. And the neighbour's ladder was 
drifting quietly out to sea. 

Of course it was one of those positions 
that have an air of being conspicuous. 

Indeed it was conspicuous. It was some 
way below high water, and the group stood 
out perhaps thirty yards down the beach. 
Nobody, as Mrs. Bunting told my cousin 
Melville, knew a bit what to do, and they 
all had even an exaggerated share of the 
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national hatred of being seen in a puzzle. 
The mermaid seemed content to remain a 
beautiful problem, clinging to Fred, and by 
all accounts she was a reasonable burthen 
for a man. It seems the very large family 
of people who were stopping at the house 
called Koot Hoomi had appeared in force, 
and they were all staring and gesticulating. 
They were just the sort of people the Bunt- 
ings did not want to know—tradespeople 
very probably. Presently one of the men— 
the particularly vulgar man who used to 
shoot at the gulls—began putting down 
their ladder as if he intended to offer advice, 
and Mrs. Bunting also became aware of the 
black glare of the field-glasses of a still more 
horrid man to the west. 

Moreover, the popular author who lived 
next door, an irascible dark square-headed 
little man in spectacles, suddenly turned up 
and began bawling from his inaccessible wall- 
top something foolish about his ladder. No- 
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body thought of his silly ladder or took any 
trouble about it, naturally. He was quite 
stupidly excited. To judge by his tone and 
gestures he was using dreadful language, and 
seemed disposed every moment to jump 
down to the beach and come to them. 

And then, to crown the situation, over the 
westward groin appeared Low Excursionists ! 

First of all their heads came, and then 
their remarks. Then they began to clamber 
the breakwater with joyful shouts. 

‘Pip, pip,” said the Low Excursionists 
as they climbed—it was the year of ‘Pip, 
pip ’"—and ‘‘What HO, she bumps!” and 
then less generally, ‘‘ What's up eve?” 

And the voices of other Low Excursion- 
ists still invisible answered ‘ Pip, Pip.” 

It was evidently a large party. 

‘Anything wrong?” shouted one of the 
Low Excursionists at a venture. 

‘“My dear!” said Mrs. Bunting to Mabel, 
‘‘what ave we todo?” And in her descrip- 
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tion of the affair to my cousin Melville she 
used always to make that the clow of the 
story. “My DEAR! What ARE we to 
do?” 

I believe that in her desperation she even 
glanced at the water. But of course to have 
put the mermaid back then would have in- 
volved the most terrible explanations, .. . 

It was evident there was only one thing 
to be done. Mrs. Bunting said as much. 
“The only thing,” she said, “is to carry her 
indoors.” 

And carry her indoors they did! .. . 

One can figure the little procession. In 
front Fred, wet and astonished but still 
clinging and clung to, and altogether too out 
of breath for words. And in his arms the 
Sea Lady. She had a beautiful figure, I 
understand, until that horrible tail began 
(and the fin of it, Mrs. Bunting told my 
cousin in a whispered confidence, went up 
and down and with pointed corners for all 
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the world like a mackerel’s). It flopped and 
dripped along the path—I imagine. She 
was wearing a very nice and very long 
skirted dress of red material trimmed with 
coarse white lace, and she had, Mabel told 
me, a gi/et, though that would scarcely show 
as they went up the garden. And that 
Phrygian cap hid all her golden hair and 
showed the white, low, level forehead over 
her sea-blue eyes. From all that followed, 
I imagine her at the moment scanning the 
verandah and windows of the house with a 
certain eagerness of scrutiny. 

Behind this staggering group of two | 
believe Mrs. Bunting came. Then Mr. 
Bunting. Dreadfully wet and broken down 
Mr. Bunting must have been by then, and, 
from one or two things I have noticed since, 
I can’t help imagining him as pursuing his 
wife with, ‘‘Of course, my dear, 7 couldn’t 
tell, you know!” 

And then in a dismayed yet curious bunch 
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the girls in their wraps of towelling, and the 
maids carrying the ropes and things and, as 
if inadvertently (as became them), most of 
Mr. and Fred Bunting’s clothes. 

And then Miss Glendower, for once at 
least in no sort of pose whatever, clutching 
Sir George Tressady and perplexed and dis- 
turbed beyond measure. 

And then, as it were, pursuing them all— 
‘Pip, pip,” and the hat and raised eyebrows 
of a Low Excursionist still anxious to know 
‘What's up?” from the garden end. 

So it was or at least in some such way and 
to the accompaniment of the wildest ravings 
about some ladder or other heard all too 
distinctly over the garden wall — (“ Over- 
dressed Snobs take my rare old English 
adjective ladder . . . !”)—that they carried 
the Sea Lady (who appeared serenely 
insensible to everything) up through the 
house and laid her down upon the couch 
in Mrs. Bunting’s room. 
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And just as Miss Glendower was 
suggesting that the very best thing they 
could do would be to send for a doctor, the 
Sea Lady with a beautiful naturalness 
sighed and came to. 


CHAPTER THE SECOND 
SOME FIRST IMPRESSIONS 


I 


HERE, with as much verisimilitude 

as I can give it, is how the Folke- 

stone mermaid really came to land. There 
can be no doubt that the whole affair was 
a deliberately planned intrusion upon her 
part. She never had cramp, she couldn’t 
have cramp, and, as for drowning, nobody 
was near drowning for a moment except 
Mr. Bunting, whose valuable life she very 
nearly sacrificed at the very outset of her 
adventure. And her next proceeding was 
to demand an interview with Mrs. Bunting, 
and to presume upon her youthful and 
glowing appearance to gain the support, 
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sympathy and assistance of that good- 
hearted lady (who as a matter of fact was 
a thing of yesterday, a mere chicken in 
comparison with her own immemorial years) 
in her extraordinary raid upon Humanity. 
Her treatment of Mrs. Bunting would be 
incredible if we did not know that, in spite 
of many disadvantages, the Sea Lady was 
an extremely well-read person. She ad- 
mitted as much in several later conversa- 
tions with my cousin Melville. For a time 
there was a friendly intimacy—so Melville 
always preferred to present it—between 
these two; and my cousin, who has a fairly 
considerable curiosity, learnt many very in- 
teresting details about the life “out there” 
or “down there” —for the Sea Lady used 
either expression. At first the Sea Lady 
was exceedingly reticent under the gentle 
insistence of his curiosity, but after a time 
I gather she gave way to bursts of cheerful 
confidence. ‘It is clear,” writes my cousin 


32 THE SEA LADY 


in one of his memoranda, “‘ that the old ideas 
of the submarine life as a sort of perpetual 
game of ‘who-hoop’ through groves of coral, 
diversified by moonlight hair-combings on 
rocky strands, need very extensive modi- 
fication.” In this matter of literature, for 
example, they have practically all that we 
have, and unlimited leisure to read it in. 
Melville is very insistent upon and rather en- 
vious of that unlimited leisure. <A picture of 
a mermaid swinging in a hammock of woven 
seaweed, with what bishops call a ‘ latter- 
day’ novel in one hand and a sixteen 
candle - power phosphorescent fish in the 
other, may jar upon one’s preconceptions, 
but it is certainly far more in accordance 
with the picture of the abyss she suggested 
to him. Everywhere Change works her 
will on things, everywhere, and even 
among the immortals Modernity spreads. 
Even on Olympus I suppose there is a 
Progressive party and a new Phaeton 


SOME FIRST IMPRESSIONS | 33 


agitating to supersede the horses of his 
father by some solar motor of his own. I 
suggested as much to Melville, and he said 
“Horrible! Horrible!” and stared hard at 
my study fire. Dear old Melville! She gave 
him noend of facts about Deep Sea Reading. 

Of course they do not print books “out 
there,” for the printer's ink under water 
would not so much run as fly—she made 
that very plain; but in one way or another 
nearly the whole of terrestrial literature, 
says Melville, has come to them. ‘We 
know,” she said. They form indeed a dis- 
tinct reading public, and additions to that 
vast submerged library that circulates for- 
ever with the tides are now pretty system- 
atically sought. The sources are various 
and in some cases a little odd. Many books 
have been found in sunken ships. ‘“ Indeed!” 
said Melville. ‘“ About a book a ship,” said 
the Sea Lady. There is always a drop- 


ping and blowing overboard of novels and 
3 
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magazines from most passenger - carrying 
vessels—sometimes, but these are not as 
a rule valuable additions—a_ deliberate 
shying overboard. Sometimes books of an 
exceptional sort are thrown over when 
they are quite finished. (Melville is a 
dainty irritable reader, and no doubt he 
understood that.) From the sea beaches 
of holiday resorts, moreover, the lighter 
sorts of literature are occasionally blown 
out to sea. And so soon as the Booms 
of our great Popular Novelists are over, 
Melville assured me, the libraries find it 
convenient to cast such surplus copies of 
their current works as the hospitals and 
prisons will not take, below high-water mark. 

“That’s not generally known,” said I. 

‘“ They know it,” said Melville. 

In other ways the beaches yield. Young 
couples who “begin to sit heapy,” the Sea 
Lady told my cousin, as often as not will 
leave excellent modern fiction behind them, 
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when at last they return to their proper 
place. There is a particularly fine collection 
of English books, it seems, in the deep 
water of the English Channel; practically 
the whole of the Tauchnitz Library is there, 
thrown overboard at the last moment by 
conscientious or timid travellers returning 
from the Continent, and there was for 
a time a similar source of American re- 
prints in the Mersey, but that has fallen 
off in recent years. And the Deep Sea 
Mission for Fishermen has now for some 
years been raining down tracts and giving 
a particularly elevated tone of thought to the 
extensive shallows of the North Sea. The 
Sea Lady was very precise on these points. 
When one considers the conditions of its 
accumulation, one is not surprised to hear 
that the element of fiction is as dominant 
in this Deep Sea Library as it is upon the 
counters of Messrs. Mudie; but my cousin 
learnt that the various illustrated magazines 
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and particularly the fashion papers are 
valued even more highly than novels, are 
looked for far more eagerly and perused 
with envious emotion. Indeed on that 
point my cousin got a sudden glimpse of 
one of the motives that had brought this 
daring lady into the air. He made some 
sort of suggestion. ‘We should have 
taken to dressing long ago,” she said, and 
added with a vague quality of laughter in 
her tone, ‘It isn’t that we’re unfeminine, 
Mr. Melville. Only—as I was explaining to 
Mrs. Bunting, one must consider one’s cir- 
cumstances—how caz one hofe to keep any- 
thing nice under water? Imagine lace!” 

“ Soaked!” said my cousin Melville. 

“Drenched!” said the Sea Lady. 

“Ruined!” said my cousin Melville. 

“And then, you know,” said the Sea 
Lady very gravely, ‘‘ one’s hair!” 

‘Of course,” said Melville. “Why !— 
you can never get it dry!” 
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“ That’s precisely it,” said she. 

My cousin Melville had a new light on 
an old topic. ‘And that’s why—in the old 
time— ?” 

“Exactly!” she cried, ‘exactly! Before 
there were so many Excursionists and sailors 
and Low People about, one came out, one 
sat and brushed it in the sun. And then of 
course it really was possible to doit up. But 
now—” 

She made a petulant gesture and looked 
gravely at Melville, biting her lip the while. 
My cousin made a sympathetic noise. ‘‘ The 
horrid modern spirit,” he said, almost auto- 
matically. ... 

But though fiction and fashion appear to 
be so regrettably dominant in the nourish- 
ment of the mer-mind, it must not be sup- 
posed that the most serious side of our read- 
ing never reaches the bottom of the sea. 
There was, for example, a case quite recently, 
the Sea Lady said, of the captain of a sailing 
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ship whose mind had become unhinged by the 
huckstering uproar of the Zzmes and Daily 
Mail, and who had not only bought a second- 
hand copy of the Zzmes reprint of the 
Encyclopedia Britannica but also that dense 
collection of literary snacks and samples, 
that All-Literature Sausage which has been 
compressed under the weighty editing (foot 
in the sack) of Doctor Richard Garnett. 
It has long been notorious that even the 
greatest minds of the past were far too 
copious and confusing in their—as the word 
goes—lubrications. Doctor Garnett, it is 
alleged, has seized their gist and has pre- 
sented it so compactly that almost any 
business man may take hold of everything in 
literature now practically without hindrance 
to his more serious occupations. The un- 
fortunate and misguided seaman seems to 
have carried the entire collection aboard 
with him, with the pretty evident intention 
of coming to land in Sydney the wisest 
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man alive—a Hindoo-minded thing to do. 
The result might have been anticipated. 
The mass shifted in the night, threw the 
whole weight of the science of the middle 
nineteenth century and the literature of All 
Time in a virulently concentrated state on 
one side of his little vessel and capsized it 
instantly. ... 

The ship, the Sea Lady said, dropped into 
the abyss as though it was loaded with lead, 
and its crew and other movables did not 
follow it down for the better part of the day. 
The captain was the first to arrive, said the 
Sea Lady, and it is a curious fact, and due 
probably to some preliminary dippings into 
his purchase, that he came head first, instead 
of feet down and limbs expanded in the 
customary way... . 

However, such exceptional windfalls avail 
little against the rain of light literature that 
is constantly going on. The novel and the 
newspaper remain the world’s reading even 
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at the bottom of the sea. As subsequent 
events would seem to show, it must have 
been from the common latter-day novel and 
the newspaper that the Sea Lady derived 
her ideas of human life and sentiment and 
the inspiration of her visit. And if at times 
she seemed to underestimate the nobler 
tendencies of the human spirit, if at times 
she seemed disposed to treat Adeline Glen- 
dower and many of the deeper things of life 
with a certain sceptical levity, if she did at 
last indisputably subordinate reason and 
right feeling to her vehement passion, it is 
only just to her and those deeper issues that 
we should ascribe her aberrations to their 


proper cause... . 


I] 


My cousin Melville, I was saying, did at 
one time or another get a vague, a very 
vague, conception of what that deep-sea 
world was like. But whether his conception 
has any quality of truth in it is more than I 
dare say. He gives me an impression of a 
very strange world indeed, a green luminous 
fluidity in which these beings float, a world 
lit by great shining monsters that drift 
athwart it and by waving forests of nebulous 
luminosity amidst which the little fishes drift 
like netted stars. It is a world with neither 
sitting, nor standing, nor going, nor coming, 
through which its inhabitants float and drift 
as one floats and drifts in dreams. And the 
way they live there ‘ ‘My dear man!” 
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said Melville, ‘it must be like a painted 
Gelling! . . .” 

Ido not even feel certain that it is in the 
sea particularly that this world of the Sea 
Lady is to be found. But about those 
saturated books and drowned scraps of 
paper, you say? Things are not always 
what they seem, and she told him all of that, 
we must reflect, one laughing afternoon. 

She could appear at times, he says, as 
real as you or I, and again came mystery 
all about her. There were times when it 
seemed to him you might have hurt her or 
killed her as you can hurt and kill anyone— 
with a penknife, for example—and there were 
times when it seemed to him you could have 
destroyed the whole material universe and 
left her smiling still. But of this ambiguous 
element in the lady more is to be told later. 
There are wider seas than ever keel sailed 
upon, and deeps no lead of human casting 
will ever plumb. When it is all summed up, 
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I have to admit, I do not know, I cannot tell. 
I fall back upon Melville and my poor array of 
collected facts. At first there was amazingly 
little strangeness about her for any who had 
to deal with her. There she was palpably 
solid and material, a lady out of the sea. 

This modern world is a world in which 
the wonderful is the utterly commonplace, 
we are bred to a quiet freedom from amaze- 
ment, and why should we boggle at material 
Mermaids, with Dewars solidifying all sorts 
of impalpable things and Marconi rays radi- 
ating everywhere? To the Buntings she 
was as matter of fact, as much a matter of 
authentic and reasonable motives and of 
sound solid sentimentality, as everything else 
in the Bunting world. So she was for them 
in the beginning, and so up to this day her 
memory remains with them. 


IT] 


THE way in which the Sea Lady talked to 
Mrs. Bunting on that memorable morning, 
when she lay all wet and still visibly fishy 
on the couch in Mrs. Bunting’s dressing- 
room, I am also able to give with some 
little fulness, because Mrs. Bunting repeated 
it all several times, acting the more dramatic 
speeches in it, to my cousin Melville in 
several of those good long talks that both of 
them in those happy days—and particularly 
Mrs. Bunting — always enjoyed so much. 
And with her very first speech it seems 
the Sea Lady took her line straight to 
Mrs. Bunting’s generous managing heart. 
She sat up on the couch, drew the anti- 
macassar modestly over her deformity, and 
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sometimes looking sweetly down and some- 
times openly and trustfully into Mrs. Bunt- 
ing’s face, and speaking in a soft clear 
grammatical manner that stamped her at 
once as no mere mermaid but a finished fine 
Sea Lady, she ‘‘made a clean breast of it,” 
as Mrs. Bunting said, and ‘fully and frankly ” 
placed herself in Mrs. Bunting’s hands. 
“Mrs. Bunting,” said Mrs. Bunting to 
my cousin Melville, in a dramatic render- 
ing of the Sea Lady’s manner, ‘“‘do permit 
me to apologise for this intrusion, for | 
know it is an intrusion. But indeed it has 
almost been forced upon me; and if you 
will only listen to my story, Mrs. Bunting, 
I think you will find—well, if not a com- 
plete excuse for me—for I can understand 
how exacting your standards must be—at 
any rate some excuse for what I have done 
—for what I must call, Mrs. Bunting, my 
deceitful conduct towards you.  Deceitful 
it was, Mrs. Bunting, for I never had 
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Cramp—. But then, Mrs. Bunting ’’—and 
here Mrs. Bunting would insert a long im- 
pressive pause—‘‘I never had a mother!” 

‘And then and there,” said Mrs Bunting, 
when she told the story to my cousin 
Melville, ‘‘the poor child burst into tears 
and confessed she had been born ages 
and ages ago in some dreadful miraculous 
way in some terrible place near Cyprus, 
and had no more right to a surname—. 
Well, ¢herve—!” said Mrs. Bunting, telling 
the story to my cousin Melville and making 
the characteristic gesture with which she 
always passed over and disowned any in- 
delicacy to which her thoughts might have 
tended. ‘And all the while speaking with 
such a nice accent and moving in such a 
ladylike way!” 

“Of course,” said my cousin Melville, 
“there are classes of people in whom one 
excuses—. One must weigh—” 

“Precisely,” said Mrs. Bunting. ‘And, 
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you see, it seems she deliberately chose me 
as the very sort of person she had always 
wanted to appeal to. ‘It wasn’t as though 
she came to us haphazard—she picked us 
out. She had been swimming round the 
coast watching people day after day, she 
said, for quite a long time, and she said 
when she saw my face, watching the girls 
bathe—. 

“You know how funny girls are,” said 
Mrs. Bunting, with a little deprecatory laugh, 
and all the while with a moisture of emotion 
in her kindly eyes. “She took quite a 
violent fancy to me from the very first—.” 

“T can guzte believe ¢hat at any rate,” 
said my cousin Melville with unction. [| 
know he did, although he always leaves it 
out of the story when he tells it to me. 
But then he forgets that I have had the 
occasional privilege of making a third party 
in these good long talks. 


“You know it’s most extraordinary and 
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exactly like the German story,” said Mrs. 
Bunting. ‘Oom—what is it?” 

“Undine?” 

“Exactly —yes. And it really seems 
these poor creatures are Immortal, Mr. 
Melville,—at least within limits, creatures 
born of the elements and resolved into the 
elements again—and just as it is in the 
story —there’s always a something — they 
have no Souls! No Souls at all! Nothing! 
And the poor child feels it. She feels it 
dreadfully. But in order to get souls, Mr. 
Melville, you know they have to come into 
the world of men. At least so they believe 
down there. And so she has come to 
Folkestone. To get a soul. Of course 
that’s her great object, Mr. Melville, but 
she’s not at all fanatical or silly about it. 
Any more than we are. Of course we— 
people who feel deeply—” 

“Of course,” said my cousin Melville, | 
with, I know, a momentary expression of 
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profound gravity, drooping eyelids, and a 
hushed voice. For my cousin does a good 
deal with his soul, one way and another. 

‘And she feels that if she comes to earth 
at all,” said Mrs. Bunting, ‘she mzs¢ come 
among ce people and in a nice way. 
One can understand her feeling like that. 
But imagine her difficulties! To be a mere 
cause of public excitement, and silly para- 
graphs in the silly season, to be made a 
soft of show of, in fact—. 

“She doesn’t want amy of it,” said Mrs. 
Bunting, with the emphasis of both hands. 

“What does she want?” asked my cousin 
Melville. 

‘‘She wants to be treated exactly like a 
human being, to de a human being, just like 
you or I. And she asks to live with us, to 
be one of our family, and to learn how we 
live, to learn to live. She has asked me to 
advise her what books to read that are really 


nice, and where she can get a dressmaker, 
4 
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and how she can find a clergyman to sit under 
who would really be likely to understand her 
case, and everything. She wants me to 
advise her about it all. She wants to put 
herself altogether in my hands. And she 
asked it all so nicely and sweetly.” 

“Um,” said my cousin Melville. 

“You should have heard her!” cried Mrs. 
Bunting. 

‘Practically it’s another daughter,” he 
reflected. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Bunting, “and even that 
did not frighten me. She admitted as 
much.” 

“Still—” 

He took a step. 

‘‘She has means ?” he inferred abruptly. 

‘Ample. She told me there was a box—. 
She said it was moored at the end of 
a groin, and dear Randolph watched all 
through lunch-time; and afterwards, when 
they could wade out and reach the end of 
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the rope that tied it, he and Fred pulled it in 
and helped Fitch and the coachman carry it 
up. It’s a curious little box for a lady to 
have—well made, of course, but of wood, with 
a ship painted on the top and the name of 
‘Tom Wilders’ cut in it roughly with a 
knife ; but, as she says, leather simply will so¢ 
last down there, and one has to put up with 
what one can get, and the great thing is it’s 
full, perfectly full of gold coins and things—. 
Yes, gold—and diamonds, Mr. Melville. 
You know, Randolph understands some- 
thing—. Yes; well, he says, that box—oh! 
I couldn’t tell you ow much it isn’t worth ! 
And all the gold things with just a sort of 
faint reddy touch. . . . But anyhow, she is 
rich as well as charming and beautiful. And 
really, you know, Mr. Melville, altogether—. 
Well, I’m going to help her, just as much 
as ever I can. Practically she’s to be our 
paying guest. As you know—it's no great 
secret between ws—Adeline—. Yes... . 
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She'll be the same. And I shall bring her 
out and introduce her to people, and so forth. 
It will be a great help. And for everyone 
except just a few intimate friends, she is to 
be just a human being who happens to be an 
invalid—temporarily an invalid—and we are 
going to engage a good trustworthy woman 
—the sort of woman who isn’t astonished at 
anything, you know—they’re a little expen- 
sive, but they're to be got even nowadays 
—who will be her maid—and make her 
dresses, her skirts at any rate—and we shall 
dress her in long skirts—and throw some- 
thing over It, you know—” 

“Over—?” 

“The tail, you know.” 

My cousin Melville said, ‘ Precisely!” 
with his head and eyebrows. But that was 
the point that hadn’t been clear to him so far, 
and it took his breath away. Positively—a 
tail! All sorts of incorrect theories went by 
the board. Somehow he felt this was a 
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topic not to be too urgently pursued. But 
he and Mrs. Bunting were old friends. 

‘And she really has...a tail?” he 
asked. 

‘ Like the tail of a big mackerel,” said Mrs. 
Bunting, and he asked no more. 

‘It’s a most extraordinary situation,” he 
said. 

‘But what else cou/d 1 do?” asked Mrs. 
Bunting. 

“Of course the thing’s a tremendous 
experiment,” said my cousin Melville, and 
repeated quite inadvertently, “a@ Zaz/!” 

Clear and vivid before his eyes, obstructing 
absolutely the advance of his thoughts, were 
the shiny clear lines, the oily black, the 
green and purple and silver, and the easy 
expansiveness of a mackerel’s termination. 

“But really, you know,” said my cousin 
Melville, protesting in the name of reason 
and the nineteenth century,—‘‘a Tail!” 

‘T patted it,” said Mrs. Bunting. 


IV 


CERTAIN supplementary aspects of the Sea 
Lady’s first conversation with Mrs. Bunting 
I got from that lady herself afterwards. 

The Sea Lady had made one queer 
mistake. ‘‘ Your four charming daughters,” 
she said, ‘‘and your two sons.” 

“My dear!” cried Mrs. Bunting—they 
had got through their preliminaries by then, 
—‘‘T’ve only two daughters and one son!” 

“The young man who carried — who 
rescued me?” 

“Yes. And the other two girls are 
friends, you know, visitors who are staying 
with me. On land one has visitors—” 

“IT know. So I made a mistake ?” 


“Oh yes,’ 
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‘And the other young man?” 

“You don’t mean Mr. Bunting?” 

“Who is Mr. Bunting?” 

‘The other gentleman who—” 

“Wel” 

“ There was no one—" 

‘But several mornings ago ?” 

‘Could it have been Mr. Melville? ... 
I know! You mean Mr. Chatteris! | 
remember, he came down with us one morn- 
ing. A tall young man with fair — rather 
curlyish you might say—hair, wasn’t it? 
And a rather thoughtful face. He was 
dressed all in white linen, and he sat on the 
beach.” 

‘IT fancy he did,” said the Sea Lady. 

‘He's not my son. He’s—he'’s a friend. 
He’s engaged to Adeline, to the elder Miss 
Glendower. He was stopping here for a 
night or so. I daresay he'll come again on 
his way back from Paris. Dearme! Fancy 
my having a son like that!” 
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The Sea Lady was not quite prompt in 
replying. 

‘What a stupid mistake for me to make!” 
she said slowly, and then with more anima- 
tion, ‘“ Of course, now I think, he’s much too 
old to be your son!” 

‘Well, he’s thirty-two!” said Mrs. Bunt- 
ing with a smile. 

‘It's preposterous. ” 

“T won't say ¢hat.” 

“But I only saw him at a distance, you 
know,” said the Sea Lady; and then, ‘“‘ And 
so he is engaged to Miss Glendower? 

“And Miss Glendower— ?” 

“Ts the young lady in the purple robe 
who—” 

‘Who carried a book ?” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Bunting, “that’s the one. 
They’ve been engaged three months.” 

“Dear me!” said the Sea Lady. ‘She 
seemed— And is he very much in love 
with her ?” 
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‘Of course,” said Mrs. Bunting. 


‘“ Very much?” 

“Oh—of course. If he wasn't, he 
wouldn’t—” 

“Of course,” said the Sea Lady thought- 
fully. 


“ And it’s such an excellent match in every 
way. Adeline’s just in the very position to 
help him—.” 

And Mrs. Bunting, it would seem, briefly 
but clearly supplied an indication of the pre- 
cise position of Mr, Chatteris, not omitting 
even that he was the nephew of an earl, as 
indeed why should she omit it?—and the 
splendid prospects of his alliance with Miss 
Glendower’s plebeian but extensive wealth. 
The Sea Lady listened gravely. ‘‘He is 
young, he is able, he may still be anything 
—anything. And she is so earnest, so clever 
herself —always reading. She even reads 
Blue Books—government Blue Books I mean 
— dreadful statistically schedulely things. 
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And the Condition of the Poor and all those 
things. She knows more about’ the Condi- 
tion of the Poor than anyone I’ve ever met, 
what they earn and what they eat, and how 
many of them live ina room. So dreadfully 
crowded, you know—perfectly shocking. . . . 
She is just the Helper he needs. So dignified 
—so capable of giving Political Parties and 
influencing people, so earnest! And, you 
know, she can talk to workmen and take 
an interest in Trades Unions and in quite 
astonishing things. J always think she’s just 
Marcella come to life.” 

And from that the good lady embarked 
upon an illustrative but involved anecdote of 
Miss Glendower’s marvellous blue-bookish- 
ness. ... 

“He'll come here again soon?” the Sea 
Lady asked quite carelessly in the midst of it. 

The query was carried away and lost in 
the anecdote, so the Sea Lady repeated her 
question even more carelessly later on. 
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But Mrs. Bunting did not know whether 
the Sea Lady sighed at all or not. She 
thinks not. She was so busy telling her all 
about everything that I don’t think she 
troubled very much to see how her informa- 
tion was received. 

What mind she had left over from her 
own discourse, was probably centred on the 
Tail. 


V 


Even to Mrs. Bunting’s senses—she is one 
of those people who take everything (except 
of course impertinence or impropriety) quite 
calmly—it must, I think, have been a little 
astonishing to find herself sitting in her 
boudoir, politely taking tea with a real live 
legendary creature. They were having tea 
in the boudoir because of callers, and quite 
quietly because, in spite of the Sea Lady’s 
smiling assurances, Mrs. Bunting would have 
it she must be tired and unequal to the 
exertions of social intercourse. ‘After such 
a journey,” said Mrs. Bunting. There were 
just the three of them, Adeline Glendower 
being the third, and Fred and the three other 
girls, | understand, hung about in a general 


SOME FIRST IMPRESSIONS 61 


sort of way up and down the staircase (to the 
great annoyance of the servants, who were 
thus kept out of it altogether) confirming one 
another's views of the Tail, arguing on the 
theory of mermaids, revisiting the garden 
and beach, and trying to invent an excuse for 
seeing the invalid again. They were for- 
bidden to intrude and pledged to secrecy by 
Mrs. Bunting, and they must have been as 
altogether unsettled and miserable as young 
people can be. For a time they played 
croquet in a half-hearted way, each no doubt 
with an eye on the boudoir window. 

(And as for Mr. Bunting, he was in bed.) 

I gather, the three ladies sat and talked 
as any three ladies all quite resolved to be 
pleasant to each other would talk. Mrs. 
Bunting and Miss Glendower were far too 
well trained in the observances of Good 
Society (which is, as everyone knows, even 
the best of it, now extremely Mixed) to make 
too searching enquiries into the Sea Lady's 
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status and way of life, or where precisely she 
lived when she was at home, or whom she 
knew or didn't know. Though in their 
several ways they wanted to know badly 
enough. The Sea Lady volunteered no in- 
formation, contenting herself with an enter- 
taining superficiality of touch and go, in the 
most ladylike way. She professed herself 
greatly delighted with the sensation of being 
in air and superficially quite dry, and particu- 
larly charmed with tea. 

‘““And don't you have Zea?” cried Miss 
Glendower, startled. 

“How can we?” 

“But do you really mean— ?” 

“T’ve never ¢asted tea before. How do 
you think we can boil a kettle ?” ! 

“What a strange—what a Wonderful 
Wor'd it must be!” cried Adeline. And 
Mrs. Bunting said, “I can hardly zmagzne 
it without Tea. It’s worse than— I mean, 
it reminds me—of Abroad.” 
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Mrs. Bunting was in the act of refilling 
the Sea Lady’s cup. “I suppose,” she 
thought suddenly. ‘‘ As you're not used to 
it—. It won't affect your diges—.” She 
glanced at Adeline and hesitated. ‘‘ But it’s 
China tea.” 

And she filled the cup. 

“It’s an Inconceivable World to me,” 
said Adeline. ‘‘ Quite.” 

Her dark eyes rested thoughtfully on the 
Sea Lady for a space. ‘‘Inconceivable,” 
she repeated, for, in that unaccountable way 
in which a whisper will attract attention 
that a turmoil fails to arouse, the Tea had 
opened her eyes far more than the Tail. 

The Sea Lady looked at her with sudden 
frankness. ‘‘And think how wonderful all 
this must seem to me!” she remarked. 

But Adeline’s imagination was aroused 
for the moment, and she was not to be put 
aside by the Sea Lady’s terrestrial im- 
pressions. She pierced—for a moment or 
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so—the ladylike serenity, the assumption 
of a terrestrial fashion of mind that was 
imposing so successfully upon Mrs. Bunting. 
‘Tt must be,” she said, “the strangest 
World.” And she stopped invitingly. .. . 

She could not go beyond that, and the 
Sea Lady would not help her. 

There was a pause, a silent eager search 
for topics. Apropos of the Niphetos roses 
on the table they talked of flowers, and 
Miss Glendower ventured, “‘ You have your 
anemones too! How beautiful they must | 
be amidst the rocks!” 

And the Sea Lady said they weve very 
pretty ;—especially the cultivated sorts... . 

‘And the fishes,’ said Mrs. Bunting. 
‘“How wonderful it must be to see the 
fishes !” 

“Some of them,” volunteered the Sea 
Lady, ‘‘will come and feed out of your 
hand.” 

Mrs. Bunting gave a little coo of approval. 
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She was reminded of chrysanthemum shows 
and the outside of the Royal Academy 
Exhibition, and she was one of those people 
to whom only the familiar is really satisfying. 
She had a momentary vision of the abyss as 
a sort of diverticulum of Piccadilly and the 
Temple, a place unexpectedly rational and 
comfortable. There was a kink for a time 
about the question of illumination, but it 
only recurred to Mrs. Bunting long after. 
The Sea Lady had turned from Miss Glen- 
dower’s interrogative gravity of expression 
to the sunlight. 

“The sunlight seems so golden here,” 
said the Sea Lady. ‘Is it always golden?” 

“You have that beautiful greenery blue 
shimmer, I suppose,” said Miss Glendower, 
‘that one catches sometimes ever so faintly 
in Aquaria—.” 

“One lives deeper than that,” said the 
Sea Lady. ‘Everything is phosphorescent, 


you know, a mile or so down, and it’s like—I 
5 
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hardly know. Like towns look at night,— 
only brighter. Like piers and things like 
that.” | 

“Really!” said Mrs. Bunting, with the 
Strand after the Theatres in her head. 
“ Quite bright ?” 

“Oh, guzze,” said the Sea Lady. 

‘“But—” struggled Adeline, ‘is it never 
put out ?” 

‘It’s so different,” said the Sea Lady. 

“That's why it is so interesting,” said 
Adeline. 

‘There are no nights and days, you know. 
No time or things of that sort.” 

“Now that’s very queer,” said Mrs. 
Bunting, with Miss Glendower’s teacup in 
her hand, absent-mindedly—they were both 
drinking quite a lot of tea in their interest 
in the Sea Lady. ‘‘ But how do you tell 
when it’s Sunday?” 

‘“We don’'t—” began the Sea Lady. “At 


) 


least exactly—’ And then—“ Of course one 
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hears the beautiful hymns that are sung on 
the passenger ships.” 

“Of course!” said Mrs. Bunting, having 
sung so in her youth, and quite forgetting 
something elusive that she had previously 
seemed to catch. 

But afterwards there came a glimpse of 
some more serious divergence—a glimpse 
merely. Miss Glendower hazarded a sup- 
position that the. sea people also had their 
“Problems,” and then, it would seem, the 
natural earnestness of her disposition over- 
came her proper attitude of ladylike super- 
ficiality, and she began to ask questions. 
There can be no doubt the Sea Lady was 
evasive; and Miss Glendower, perceiving that 
she had been a trifle urgent, tried to cover her 
error by expressing a general impression. 

‘“T can’t see it,” she said, with a gesture 
that asked for sympathy. ‘‘One wants to 
see it, one wants to de it. One needs to be 
born a mer-child.” 
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“ A mer-child? ” asked the Sea Lady. 

“Yes— Don’t you call your littl ones—?” 

“ What little ones?” asked the Sea Lady. 

She regarded them for a moment with a 
frank wonder, the undying wonder of the 
Immortals at that perpetual decay and death 
and replacement which is the gist of human 
life. Then at the expression of their faces 
she seemed to recollect. ‘Of course,” she 
said, and then, with a transition that made 
pursuit difficult, she agreed with Adeline. 
‘Tt zs different,” she said. ‘‘ It zs wonderful. . 
One feels so alike, you know, and so different. 
That’s just where it zs so wonderful. Do I 
look—? And yet, you know, I have never 
had my hair up, nor worn a dressing gown 
before to-day.” 

‘What do you wear?” asked Miss Glen- 
dower. ‘“ Very charming things, I expect.” 

“It’s a different costume altogether,” 
said the Sea Lady, and brushed away a 


crumb. 
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Just fora moment Mrs. Bunting regarded 
her visitor fixedly. She had, I fancy, in 
that moment, an indistinct imperfect glimpse 
of Pagan possibilities. But there, you know, 
was the Sea Lady in her wrapper, so palpably 
a lady, with her pretty hair brought up to 
date and such a frank innocence in her eyes, 
that Mrs. Bunting’s suspicions vanished as 
they came. 

(But I am not so sure of Adeline.) 


CHAPTER THE THIRD 


THE EPISODE OF THE VARIOUS 
JOURNALISTS 


I 


HE remarkable thing is that the 
Buntings really carried out the pro- 
gramme Mrs. Bunting laid down. For a 
time at least they positively succeeded in 
converting the Sea Lady into a credible 
human invalid, in spite of the galaxy of 
witnesses to the lady’s landing, and in spite 
of the severe internal dissensions that pres- 
ently broke out. In spite, moreover, of the 
fact that one of the maids—they only found 
out which, long after—told the whole story 
under vows to her very superior young man, 
who told it next Sunday to a rising journalist 
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who was sitting about on the Leas maturing 
a descriptive article. The rising journalist 
was incredulous. But he went about enquir- 
ing. Inthe end he thought it good enough 
to go upon. He found in several quarters 
a vague but sufficient rumour of a some- 
thing—; for the maid’s young man was a 
conversationalist when he had anything to 
say. 

Finally, the rising journalist went and 
sounded the people on the two chief Folke- 
stone papers, and found the thing had just 
got tothem. They were inclined to pretend 
they hadn’t heard of it, after the fashion 
of local papers when confronted by the 
abnormal, but the atmosphere of enterprise 
that surrounded the rising journalist woke 
them up. He perceived he had done so, 
and that he had no time to lose. So, while 
they engaged in inventing representatives to 
enquire, he went off and telephoned to the 
Daily Gunfire and the New Paper. When 
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they answered he was positive and earnest. 
He staked his reputation—the reputation of 
a rising journalist! 

“T swear there’s something up,” he said. 
“Get in first—that’s all.” 

He had some reputation, I say,—-and he 
had staked it. The Dazly Gunfire was 
sceptical but precise, and the Mew Paper 
sprang a headline, ‘‘A Mermaid at last!” 

You might well have thought the thing 
was out after ¢haf, but it wasn’t. There 
are things one doesn’t believe, even if they 
are printed in a halfpenny paper. To find 
the reporters hammering at their doors, so 
to speak, and only fended off for a time by 
a proposal that they should call again, to 
see their incredible secret glaringly in print, 
did indeed for a moment seem a hopeless 
exposure to both the Buntings and the Sea 
Lady. Already they could see the story 
spreading, could imagine the imminent rush 
of intimate enquiries, the tripod strides of a 
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multitude of cameras, the crowds watching 
the windows, the horrors of a great publicity. 
All the Buntings and Mabel were aghast, 
simply aghast. Adeline was not so much 
aghast as excessively annoyed at this im- 
minent and, so far as she was concerned, 
absolutely irrelevant publicity. ‘ They will 
never dare—” she said, and “Consider how 
it affects Harry!” and at the earliest oppor- 
tunity she retired to her own room. The 
others, with a certain unusual disregard of 
her offence, sat round the Sea Lady’s couch 
—she had scarcely touched her breakfast— 
and canvassed the coming terror. 

“They will put our photographs in the 
papers,’ said the elder Miss Bunting. 

‘Well, they won’t put ze,” said her 
sister. ‘It’s horrid. I shall go right off 
now and have it taken again.” 

“ They'll interview the Ded!” 

‘“No, no,” said Mr. Bunting, terrified. 
“Your mother—” 
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“Tt’s your place, my dear,” said Mrs. 
Bunting. 

“But the Ded—” said Fred. 

“T couldn't,” said Mr. Bunting. 

“Well, someone ’ll have to tell ‘em, any- 
how,” said Mrs. Bunting. ‘“ You know, they 
will—” 

“But it isn’t at all what I wanted,” 
wailed the Sea Lady with the Dazly 
Gunfire in her hand. ‘Can't it be 
stopped?” 

“You don’t know our journalists,” said 
ico aa 

The tact of my cousin Melville saved the 
situation. He had dabbled in journalism 
and talked with literary fellows like myself. 
And literary fellows like myself are apt at 
times to be very free and outspoken about 
the press. He heard of the Buntings’ 
shrinking terror of publicity directly he 
arrived, a perfect clamour—an almost ex- 
ultant clamour, indeed—of shrinking terror, 
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and he caught the Sea Lady’s eye and took 
his line there and then. 

‘It’s not an occasion for sticking at trifles, 
Mrs. Bunting,” he said. “But I think we 
can save the situation, all the same. You're 
too hopeless. We must put our foot down 
at once; that’s all. Let me see these re- 
porter fellows and write to the London 
dailies. I think I can take a line that will 
settle them.” 

“Eh?” said Fred. 

‘“‘T can take a line that will stop it, trust 
me.” 

“What, altogether ?” 

“Altogether.” _ 

‘“Howe” said Fred and Mrs. Bunting. 
“You're not going to bribe them!” 

“Bribe!” said Mr. Bunting. ‘ We're not 
in France. You can't bribe a British 
paper.” 

(A sort of subdued cheer went round the 
assembled Buntings.) 
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“You leave it to me,” said Melville, in his 
element. 

And, with earnestly expressed but not very 
confident wishes for his success, they did. 

He managed the thing admirably. 

‘““What’s this about a Mermaid?” he 
demanded of the local journalists when they 
returned. They returned together for com- 
pany, being, so to speak, emergency jour- 
nalists, compositors in their milder moments, 
and unaccustomed to these higher aspects 
of journalism. ‘ What’s this about a Mer- 
maid?” repeated my cousin, while they 
waived precedence dumbly one to another. 

‘‘T believe someone’s been letting you 
am?” said my cousin Melville. ‘Just 
imagine !—a Mermaid!” 

“That's what we thought,” said the 
younger of the two emergency journalists, 
‘“We knew it was some sort of hoax, you 
know—. Only, the Mew Pager giving ita 
headline—.” 
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“I’m amazed even Banghurst—” said my 
cousin Melville. 

“It’s in the Datly Gunfire as well,” said 
the older of the two emergency journalists. 

‘“What’s one more or less of these ha’penny 
fever rags?” cried my cousin with a ringing 
scorn. ‘Surely you’re not going to take 
your Folkestone news from mere London 
papers. ” 

“But how did the story come about?” 
began the older emergency journalist. 

‘That's not my affair.” 

The younger emergency journalist had 
an inspiration. He produced a note-book 
from his breast pocket. “ Perhaps, Sir, you 
wouldn’t mind suggesting to us something 
we might say—.” 

My cousin Melville did. 


II 


THE rising young journalist who had first 
got wind of the business—who must not for 
a moment be confused with the two emergency 
journalists heretofore described—came to 
Banghurst next night in a state of strange 
exultation. ‘I’ve been through with it and 
I’ve seen her,” he panted. “I waited about 
outside and saw her taken into the carriage. 
I’ve talked to one of the maids—I got into 
the house under pretence of being a telephone 
man to see their telephone—I spotted the 
wire —and it’s a fact. A positive fact— 
She’s a mermaid with a tail—a proper mer- 
maid’s tail, I’ve got here—” 

He displayed sheets. 

“Whaddyer talking about ?” said Bang- 
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hurst from his littered desk, eyeing the sheets 
with apprehensive animosity. 

‘The mermaid—there really zs a mermaid. 
At Folkestone.” 

Banghurst turned away from him and 
pawed at his pen tray. ‘Whad if there 
is!” he said after a pause. 

“But it’s proved, That note you printed—” 

‘That note I printed was a mistake if 
there’s anything of ¢ka¢ sort going, young 
man.” Banghurst remained an_ obstinate 
expansion of back. 

“Howe” 

‘We don’t deal in mermaids here.” 

‘But you're not going to let it drop?” 

“Dam.” 

“ But there she is!” 

“Let her be.” He turned on the rising 
young journalist, and his massive face was 
unusually massive and his voice fine and full 
and fruity. ‘Do you think we're going to 
make our public believe anything simply 
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because it’s true? They know perfectly well 
what they are going to believe and what they 
aren't going to believe, and they aren't going 
to believe anything about mermaids—you bet 
your hat. I don’t care if the whole con- 
founded beach was littered with mermaids.— 
Not the Whole Confounded Beach! We've 
got our reputation to keep up. See?... 
Look here !—you don’t learn journalism as | 
hoped you'd do. It was you whad brought 
in all that stuff about a discovery in 
chemistry—”’ 

“Tis true,” 

“Uoh!” 

“T had it from a Fellow of the Royal 
Society—” 

‘TI don’t care if you had it from—Any- 
body. Stuff that the public won’t believe 
aren't Facts. Being true only makes ’em 
worse. They buy our paper to swallow it, 
and it’s got to go down easy. When | 
printed you that note and headline I thought 
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you was up to a lark. I thought you was 
on to a mixed bathing scandal or something 
of that sort—with Juice init. The sort of 
thing they a// understand. You know when 
you went down to Folkestone you were 
going to describe what Salisbury and all the 
rest of them wear upon the Leas. And 
start a discussion on the acclimatisation of 
the Café. And all that. And then you get 
on to this (unprintable epithet) nonsense !” 

“But Lord Salisbury—he doesn’t go to 
Folkestone.” 

Banghurst shrugged his shoulders over a 
hopeless case. ‘‘What the deuce,” he said, 
addressing his inkpot in plaintive tones, 
‘does that matter?” 

The young man reflected. He addressed 
Banghurst’s back after a pause. His voice 
had flattened a little. “I might go over 
this and do it up as a Lark perhaps. Make 
ita comic dialogue sketch with a man who 


really believed in it—or something like that. 
6 
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It’s a beastly lot of copy, you know, to get 
slumped.” 

‘“Nohow,” said Banghurst. ‘Not in 
any shape. No! Why! They'd think it 
Clever. They'd think you was making 
game of them. They hate things they 
think are Clever!” 

The young man made as if to reply, but 
Banghurst’s back expressed quite clearly 
that the interview was at an end. 

‘Nohow,” repeated Banghurst just when 
it seemed he had finished altogether. 

‘“T may take it to the Gunfire then?” 

Banghurst suggested an alternative. 

‘Very well,” said the young man, heated, 
“the Gunjire it is.” 

But in that he was reckoning without the 
editor of the Gunxjre. 


ITI 


Ir must have been quite soon after that 
that I myself heard the first mention of the 
mermaid, little recking that at last it would 
fall to me to write her history. I was on 
one of my rare visits to London, and Mickle- 
thwaite was giving me lunch at the Penwiper 
Club, certainly one of the best dozen literary 
clubs in London. I noted the rising young 
journalist at a table near the door, lunching 
alone. All about him tables were vacant, 
though the other parts of the room were 
crowded. He sat with his face towards the 
door, and he kept looking up whenever any- 
one came in, as though he expected some- 
one who never came. Once distinctly I saw 
him beckon to a man, but the man did not 


respond. 
P 8&3 
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‘Look here, Micklethwaite,” I said, “ why 
is everybody avoiding that man over there? 
I noticed just now in the smoking-room that 
he seemed to be trying to get into conversa- 
tion with someone, and that a kind of 
Taboo—” 

Micklethwaite stared over his fork. 
‘ Ra-ther,” he said. 

‘But what's he done?” 

‘ He’s a fool,” said Micklethwaite with his 
mouth full, evidently annoyed. ‘ Ugh,” he 
said as soon as he was free to do so. 

I waited a little while. 

‘What's he done?” I ventured. 

Micklethwaite did not answer for a 
moment, and crammed things into his mouth 
vindictively—bread and all sorts of things. 
Then, leaning towards me in a confidential 
manner, he made indignant noises which I 
could not clearly distinguish as words. 

“Oh!” I said when he had done. 

“Ves,” said Micklethwaite. Heswallowed 
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and then poured himself wine — splashing 
the tablecloth. 

‘“He had me for an hour very nearly the 
other day.” 

Yea?” | said, 

Silly foo/,” said Micklethwaite. 

I was afraid it was all over, but luckily he 
gave me an opening again after gulping 
down his wine. 

‘He gets you on to argue,” he said. 

“ That—?” 

‘That he can’t prove it.” 

“Year” 

“And then he shows you he cam. Just 
showing off how damned ingenious he is.” 

I was a little confused. ‘ Prove what?” 
I asked. 

“Havent I been telling you?” said 
Micklethwaite, growing very red. ‘‘ About 
this confounded mermaid of his at Folke- 
stone.” 

‘ He says there zs one?” 
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‘“ Yes, he does,” said Micklethwaite, going 
purple and staring at me very hard. He 
seemed to ask mutely whether I of all people 
proposed to turn on him and back up this 
infamous scoundrel. I thought fora moment 
he would have his apoplexy then, but hap- 
pily he remembered his duty as my host. 
So he turned very suddenly on a meditative 
waiter for not removing our plates. 

‘Had any golf lately?” I said to Mickle- 
thwaite when the plates and the remains of 
the waiter had gone away. Golf always 
does Micklethwaite good except when he is 
actually playing. Then I am told—. If I 
was Mrs. Bunting I should break off at 
this point and raise my eyebrows and both 
hands, to indicate how golf acts on Mickle- 
thwaite when he is playing. 

I turned my mind to feigning an interest 
in golf—a game that in truth I despise and 
hate as I despise and hate nothing else in 
this world. Imagine a great fat creature 
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like Micklethwaite, a creature who ought to 
wear a turban and a long black robe to hide 
his grossness, whacking a little white ball 
for miles and miles with a perfect surgery 
of instruments, whacking it either with a 
babyish solemnity or a childish rage as luck 
may have decided, whacking away while his 
country goes to the devil, and incidentally 
training an innocent-eyed little boy to swear 
and be a tip-hunting loafer. That's golf! 
However, I controlled my all too facile sneer 
and talked of golf and the relative merits of 
golf links as I might talk to a child about 
buns or distract a puppy with the whisper 
” and when at last I could look at 
the rising young journalist again our lunch 
had come to an end. 


of ‘rats, 


I saw that he was talking with a greater 
air of freedom than it is usual to display to 
club waiters, to the man who held his coat. 
The man looked increduious but respectful, 
and was answering shortly but politely. 
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When we went out this little conversation 
was still going on. The waiter was holding 
the rising young journalist’s soft felt hat, and 
the rising young journalist was fumbling in 
his coat pocket with a thick mass of papers. 

“It’s tremendous. I’ve got most of it 
here,” he was saying as we went by. ‘I 
don’t know if you'd care—” 

“T get very little time for reading, Sir,” 
the waiter was replying. 


CHAPTER THE FOURTH 
THE QUALITY OF PARKER 


I 


O far I have been very full, I know, and 
verisimilitude has been my watchword 
rather than the true affidavit style. But if I 
have made it clear to the reader just how 
the Sea Lady landed, and just how it was 
possible for her to land and become a 
member of human society without any con- 
siderable excitement on the part of that 
society, such poor pains as I have taken to 
tint and shadow and embellish the facts at 
my disposal will not have been taken in vain. 
She positively and quietly settled down with 
the Buntings. Within a fortnight she had 
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really settled down so thoroughly, that, save 
for her exceptional beauty and charm and 
the occasional faint touches of something a 
little indefinable in her smile, she had become 
a quite passable and credible human being. 
She was a cripple indeed, and her lower limb 
was most pathetically swathed and put in a 
sort of case, but it was quite generally under- 
stood—I am afraid, at Mrs. Bunting’s initiative 
—that presently ¢4ey—Mrs. Bunting said 
“they,” which was certainly almost as far or 
even a little farther than legitimate pre- 
varication may go—would be as well as 
ever. 

‘‘Of course,” said Mrs. Bunting, ‘she will 
never be able to dzcycle again—.” 

That was the sort of glamour she threw 
about it. 


II 


In Parker it is indisputable that the Sea 
Lady found—or at least had found for her 
by Mrs. Bunting—a Treasure of the richest 
sort. Parker was still fallaciously young, but 
she had been maid to a lady from India who 
had been in a ‘case’ and had experienced 
and overcome cross-examination. She had 
also been deceived by a young man, whom 
she had fancied greatly, only to find him 
walking out with Another—contrary to her 
inflexible sense of correctness —in the 
presence of which all other things are 
altogether vain. Life, she had resolved, 
should have no further surprises for her. 
She looked out on its (largely improper) 
pageant with an expression of alert im- 
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partiality in her hazel eyes, calm, doing her 
specific duty, and entirely declining to 
participate further. She always kept her 
elbows down by her side and her hands 
always just in contact, and it was impossible 
for the most powerful imagination to conceive 
her under any circumstances as being any- 
thing but absolutely straight and clean and 
neat. And her voice was always under all 
circumstances low and wonderfully distinct 
— just to an infinitesimal degree indeed 
‘mincing.’ 

Mrs. Bunting had been a little nervous 
when it came to the point. It was Mrs. 
Bunting of course who engaged her, because 
the Sea Lady was so entirely without ex- 
perience. But certainly Mrs. Bunting’s 
nervousness was thrown away. 

“You understand,” said Mrs. Bunting, 
taking a plunge at it, “that—that she is an 
invalid.” 

“I didwt, Mem,” replied Parker respect- 
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fully, and evidently quite willing to under- 
stand anything as part of her duty in this 
world. 

“Tn fact,” said Mrs. Bunting, rubbing the 
edge of the tablecloth daintily with her 
gloved finger and watching the operation 
with interest, ‘‘as a matter of fact, she has 
a mermaid’s tail.” 

“ Mermaid’s tail! Indeed, Mem! And its 
it painful at all?” 

‘Oh dear, no, it involves 0 inconvenience 
—nothing. Except—you understand, there 
is a need of—discretion.” 

‘Of course, Mem,” said Parker, as who 
should say, ‘‘ There always is.” 

“We particularly don’t want the Ser- 
vants—’ 

“The Lower Servants— No, Mem.” 

“You understand?” and Mrs. Bunting 
looked up again and regarded Parker 
calmly. 

‘Precisely, Mem!” said Parker, with a face 
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unmoved, and so they came to the question of 
terms. ‘It all passed off mos¢ satisfactorily,” 
said Mrs. Bunting, taking a deep breath at 
the mere memory of that moment. And it is 
clear that Parker was quite of her opinion... .. 

She was not only discreet but really clever 
and handy. From the very outset she 
grasped the situation, unostentatiously but 
very firmly. It was Parker who contrived 
the sort of violin case for It; and who made 
the tea-gown extension that covered the 
case’s arid contours. It was Parker who 
suggested an invalid’s chair for use indoors 
and in the garden and a carrying chair for 
the staircase. Hitherto Fred Bunting had 
been on hand, at last even in excessive 
abundance, whenever the Sea Lady lay in 
need of masculine arms. But Parker made 
it clear at once that that was not at all in 
accordance with her ideas, and so earned the 
lifelong gratitude of Mabel Glendower. And 
Parker too spoke out for drives, and suggested 
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(with an air of rightness that left nothing else 
to be done) the hire of a carriage and pair for 
the season ;—to the equal delight of the 
Buntings and the Sea Lady. It was Parker 
who dictated the daily drive up to the Eastern 
end of the Leas, and the Sea Lady’s transfer, 
and the manner of the Sea Lady’s transfer, 
to the bath-chair in which she promenaded 
the Leas. There seemed to be nowhere 
that it was pleasant and proper for the Sea 
Lady to go but that Parker did not swiftly 
and correctly indicate it and the way to get 
to it, and there seems to have been nothing 
that it was really undesirable the Sea Lady 
should do and anywhere that it was really 
undesirable that she should go but that 
Parker did not at once invisibly but 
effectively interpose a bar. It was Parker 
who released the Sea Lady from being a 
sort of private and peculiar property in the 
Bunting household and carried her off to a 
becoming position in the world, when the 
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crisis came. In little things as in great she 
failed not. It was she who made it luminous 
that the Sea Lady’s card plate was not yet 
engraved and printed (‘‘ Miss Doris Thalassia 
Waters” was the pleasant and appropriate 
name with which the Sea Lady came primed), 
and who replaced the box of the presumably 
dank and drowned and dripping ‘Tom 
Wilders” by a jewel case, a dressing bag, 
and the first of the Sea Lady’s trunks. 

On a thousand little occasions this Parker 
showed a sense of propriety that was pene- 
tratingly fine. For example, in the shop 
one day, when “things” of an intimate 
sort were being purchased, she suddenly 
intervened. 

“There are Stockings, Mem,” she said 
in a discreet undertone, behind but not 
too vulgarly behind a fluttering straight 
hand. 

“Stockings!” cried Mrs. Bunting. 
“ But—!” 
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“T think, Mem, she should ave stock- 
ings,” said Parker, quietly but very firmly. 

And, come to think of it, why should an 
unavoidable deficiency in a lady excuse one 
that can be avoided? It’s there we touch 
the very quintessence and central principle 
of the proper life. 

But Mrs. Bunting, you know, would never 
have seen it like that. 


II] 


Let me add here regretfully, but with in- 
finite respect, one other thing about Parker, 
and then she shall drop into her proper place. 

I must confess with a slight tinge of 
humiliation, that I pursued this young woman 
to her present situation at Highton Towers 
—maid she is to that eminent religious and 
social propagandist, the Lady Jane Glanville. 
There were certain details of which I stood 
in need, certain scenes and conversations 
of which my passion for verisimilitude has 
scarcely a crumb to go upon. And, from 
first to last, what she must have seen and 
learnt and inferred must amount practically 
to everything. 

I put as much to her frankly. She made 
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no pretence of not understanding me nor of 
ignorance of certain hidden things. When 
I had finished she regarded me with a level 
regard. 

‘*T couldn't Bhink of it, Sir,” she said, “It 
wouldn’t be at a// according to my ideas.” 

“But!—It surely couldn’t possibly hurt 
you now to tell me...” 

‘‘T’m afraid I couldn't, Sir.” 

“Tt couldn’t hurt anyone.” 

‘Olt dente thal, Sit. 

‘I should see you didn't lose by it, you 
know.” 

She looked at me politely, having said 
what she intended to say. 

And, in spite of what became at last very 
fine and handsome inducements, that remained 
the inflexible Parker's reply. Even after | 
had come to an end with my finesse and 
attempted to bribe her in the grossest manner, 
she displayed nothing but a becoming respect 
for my impregnable social superiority. 
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‘“T couldn't think of it, Sir,” she repeated. 
“Tt wouldn't be at a@é/ according to my 
ideas.” 

And if in the end you should find this 
story to any extent vague or incomplete, I 
trust you will remember how the inflexible 
severity of Parker's ideas stood in my 


way. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTH 


THE ABSENCE AND RETURN OF MR. 
HARRY CHATTERIS 


I 


HESE digressions about Parker and 

the journalists have certainly led me 
astray from the story a little. You will, how- 
ever, understand that while the rising young 
journalist was still in pursuit of information, 
hope and Banghurst, and Parker merely a 
budding perfection, the carriage not even 
thought of, things were already developing 
in that bright little establishment beneath 
the evergreen oaks on the Folkestone 
Riviera. So soon as the minds of the Bunt- 
ings ceased to be altogether focussed upon 
this new and amazing social addition, they— 
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of all people—had most indisputably dis- 
covered it became, at first faintly and then very 
clearly, evident that their own simple pleasure 
in the possession of a guest so beautiful as 
Miss Waters, so solidly wealthy and—in a 
manner—so distinguished, was not entirely 
shared by the two young ladies who were to 
have been their principal guests for the season. 

This little ‘rift was perceptible the very 
first time Mrs. Bunting had an opportunity 
of talking over her new arrangements with 
Miss Glendower. 

‘And is she really going to stay with you 
all the summer ?” said Adeline. 

“Surely, dear, you don’t mind ?” 

“It takes me a little by surprise.” 

‘‘She’s asked me, my dear—” 

“I’m thinking of Harry. If the general 
election comes on in September—and every- 
one seems to think it will—. You promised 
you would let us inundate you with elec- 
tioneering.” 
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“ But do you think skhe—” 

«She will be dreadfully in the way.” 

She added after an interval, ‘She stops 
my working.” 

“But, my dear!” 

‘“She’s out of harmony,” said Adeline. 

Mrs. Bunting looked out of her window 
at the tamarisk and the sea. ‘I’m sure I 
wouldn’t do anything to hurt Harry’s pros- 
pects. You know how enthusiastic we all 
are. Randolph would do Anything. But 
are you sure she w2// be in the way?” 

‘What else can she be?” 

‘“She might help, even.” 

“Oh, help!” 

‘“She might canvass. She's very attrac- 
tive, you know, dear.” 

“Not to me,” said Miss Glendower. ‘‘I 
don’t trust her.” 

‘But to some people. And, as Harry 
says, at Election times everyone who can do 
anything must be det do zt. Cut them—do 
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anything afterwards, but at the time.— 
You know he talked of it when Mr. Fison 
and he were here. If you left electioneering 
only to the really nice people—” 

“It was Mr. Fison said that, not Harry. 
And besides, she wouldn’t help.” 

“T think you misjudge her there, dear. 
She has been asking—” 

“To help?” 

“Yes, and all about it,” said Mrs. Bunting, 
with a transient pink. ‘She keeps asking 
questions about why we are having the 
election, and what it is all about, and why 
Harry is a candidate, and all that. She 
wants to go into it quite deeply. J can't 
answer half the things she asks.” 

‘And that’s why she keeps up those long 
conversations with Mr. Melville, I suppose, 
and why Fred goes about neglecting 
Mabel—” 

‘My dear!” said Mrs. Bunting. 

‘“T wouldn't have her canvassing with us 
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for anything,’ said Miss Glendower. ‘She'd 
spoil everything. She is frivolous —and 
satirical. She looks at you with incredulous 
eyes, she seems to blight all one’s earnest- 
ness. . . . I don’t think you quite understand, 
dear Mrs. Bunting, what this election and 
my studies mean to me—and Harry. She 
comes across all that—like a contradiction.” 

‘Surely, my dear! Jve never heard her 
contradict.” 

“Oh, she doesn’t contradict. But she—. 
There its something about her—. ... One 
feels that things that are most important and 
vital are nothing to her. Don’t you feel it? 
She comes from another world to us.” 

Mrs. Bunting remained judicial. Adeline 
dropped to a lower key again. ‘I think,” 
she said, “anyhow, that we're taking her 
very easily. How do we know what she is? 
Down there, out there, she may be anything. 
She may have had excellent reasons for 
coming to land—” 


106 THE SEA LADY 


“My dear!” cried Mrs. Bunting. “Is 
that Charity ?” 

“How do they live?” 

“If she hadn’t lived nicely I’m sure she 
couldn’t behave so nicely.” 

‘‘Besides—coming here! She had no 
invitation—” 

“lve invited her zow,” said Mrs. Bunting 
gently. 

“You could hardly help yourself. I only 
hope your kindness—” . 

“It's mot a kindness,” said Mrs. Bunting, 
“its a Duty. If she were only half as 
charming as she is. You seem to forget—” 
her voice dropped—‘“ what it is she comes 
for.” 

“‘That’s what I want to know.” 

‘“T’m sure in these days, with so much 
Materialism about and such Wickedness 
everywhere, when everybody who 4as a soul 
seems trying to lose it,—to find anyone who 
hasn't a soul and who is trying to find one—” 
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‘But zs she trying to get one?” 

“Mr. Flange comes twice every week. 
He would come oftener, as you know, if 
there wasn’t so much Confirmation about.” 

“And when he comes he sits and touches 
her hand if he can, and he talks in his lowest 
voice, and she sits and smiles—she almost 
laughs outright at the things he says.” 

‘Because he has to win his way with her. 
Surely Mr. Flange may do what he can to 
make religion attractive ?” 

“T don’t believe she believes she will get 
a soul. I don’t believe she wants one a bit.” 

She turned towards the door as though 
she had done. 

Mrs. Bunting’s pink was now permanent. 
She had brought up a son and two daughters, 
and besides she had brought down a husband 
to ‘‘My dear, how was / to know?” and 
when it was necessary to be firm—even with 
Adeline Glendower—she knew how to be 
firm just as well as anybody. 
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“My dear,” she began in her very firmest 
guzet manner, ‘I am positive you misjudge 
Miss Waters. Trivial she may be—on the 
surface at any rate. Perhaps she laughs and 
makes fun a little. There are different ways 
of looking at things. But I am sure that at 
bottom she is just as serious, just as grave, 
as—anyone. You judge her hastily. I am 
sure if you knew her better—as I do—” 

Mrs. Bunting left an eloquent pause. 

Miss Glendower had two little pink flushes 
in her cheeks. She turned with her hand 
on the door. 

“At any rate,” she said, ‘‘I am sure that 
Harry will agree with me that she can be no 
help to our Cause. We have our work to 
do, and it is something more than just vulgar 
electioneering. We have to develop ideas 
and establish ideas. Harry has views, new 
views, and wide-reaching ones. We want to 
put our whole strength into this work. Mow 
especially. And her presence—” 
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She paused for a moment. ‘It is a 
digression. She diverts things. She puts 
itall wrong. She has a way of concentrating 
attention upon herself. She alters the values 
of things. She prevents my being single- 
minded, she will prevent Harry being single- 
minded... .” 

“T think, my dear, that you mzgh¢ trust 
my Judgment a /ztt/e,” said Mrs. Bunting, 
and paused. 

Miss Glendower opened her mouth 
and shut it again, without speaking. It 
became evident finality was attained. 
Nothing remained to be said but the 
regrettable. 

The door opened and closed smartly, and 
Mrs. Bunting was alone. .. . 

Within an hour they all met at the lunch 
table, and Adeline’s behaviour to the Sea 
Lady and Mrs. Bunting was as pleasant and 
alert as any highly earnest and intellectual 
young lady’s could be. And all that Mrs. 
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Bunting said and did tended with what 
people call infinite tact—which really, you 
know, means a great deal more tact than 
is comfortable—to develop and expose the 
more serious aspect of the Sea Lady’s mind. 
Mr. Bunting was unusually talkative, and 
told them all about a glorious project he had 
just heard of, to cut out the rather shrubby 
and weedy front of the Leas and stick in 
something between a wine vault and the 
Crystal Palace as a Winter Garden—which 
seemed to him a very excellent idea indeed. 


If 


IT is time now to give some impression of 
the imminent Chatteris, who for all his late 
appearance is really the chief human being 
in my cousin Melville’s story. It happens 
that I met him with some frequency in my 
university days, and afterwards ever and again 
I came upon him. He was rather a brilliant 
man at the University, smart without being 
vulgar, and clever for all that. He was 
remarkably good-looking from the very onset 
of his manhood, and, without being in any 
way a showy spendthrift, quite magnificently 
extravagant. There was trouble in his last 
year, something hushed up about a girl or 
woman in. London, but his family had it all 
out with him; and his uncle, the Earl of 
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Beechcroft, settled some of his bills. Not 
all— for the family is commendably free 
from sentimental excesses—but enough to 
get him comfortable again. The family 
is not a rich one, and it further abounds 
in an extraordinary quantity of rather 
frowsy, loose-tongued, income - drawing 
aunts—I never knew a family quite so rich 
in odd aunts. But Chatteris was so good- 
looking, easy-mannered and gifted, that 
they seemed to agree almost without dis- 
cussion to pull him through. They hunted 
about for something that would be really 
remunerative without being laborious or too 
commercial, and meanwhile—after the extra- 
ordinary craving of his aunt Lady Poynting 
Mallow to see him acting had been overcome 
by the united efforts of the more religious 
section of his aunts—Chatteris set himself 
seriously to the Higher Journalism—that is 
to say, the Journalism that dines anywhere, 
gets political tips after dinner, and is always 
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acceptable—if only to avoid thirteen articles 
—in a half-crown review. In addition he 
wrote some very passable verse, and edited 
Jane Austen for the only publisher who had 
not already reprinted the works of that 
classic lady. 

His verse, like himself, was shapely and 
handsome, and, like his face, it suggests to 
the penetrating eye certain reservations and 
indecisions. There was just that touch of 
refinement that is weakness in the public 
man. But as yet he was not a public man, 
he was known to be energetic, and his work 
was gathering attention as always capable 
and occasionally brilliant. His aunts declared 
he was ripening, that any defect in vigour 
he displayed was the incompleteness of the 
process, and decided he should go to America, 
where vigour and vigorous opportunities 
abound, and there, I gather, he came upon 
something like a _ failure. Something 
happened. Indeed, quite a lot happened. 

8 
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He came back unmarried—and wd the 
South Seas, Australasia, and India. And 
Lady Poynting Mallow publicly told him he 
was a Fool, when he got back. 

What happened in America, even if one 
does not consult contemporary American 
papers, is still very difficult to determine. 
There seems to have been the daughter of a 
millionaire and something like an engage- 
ment in the story. According to the Mew 
York Yell, one of the smartest, crispest, and 
altogether most representative papers in 
America, there was also the daughter of 
someone else, whom the WV. Y. Y. inter- 
viewed or professed to interview under the 
heading 


AN ARISTOCRATIC BRITISHER 
TRIFLES WITH 


A PURE AMERICAN GIRL. 


INTERVIEW WITH THE VICTIM 
OF HIS 


HEARTLESS LEVITY. 
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But this someone else was, I am inclined 
to think in spite of her excellently executed 
portrait, merely a brilliant stroke of modern 
journalism, the VV. Y. Y. having got wind of 
the sudden retreat of Chatteris and invented 
a reason in preference to discovering one. 
Wensleydale tells me the true impetus to 
bolt was the merest trifle. The daughter of 
the millionaire, being a bright and spirited 
girl, had undergone interviewing on the 
subject of her approaching marriage, on 
marriage in general, on social questions of 
various sorts, and on the relations of the 
British and American peoples, and he seems 
to have found the thing in his breakfast 
paper. It took him suddenly, and he lost his 
head. And once he started, he seems to 
have lacked the power of mind to turn about 
and come back. The affair was a mess, the 
family paid some more of his bills and 
shirked others, and Chatteris turned up in 
London again after a time, with a somewhat 
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diminished glory and a series of letters on 
Imperial Affairs, each headed with the quo- 
tation, “What do they know of England 
who only England know ?” 

Of course people in England learnt 
nothing of the real circumstances of the case, 
but it was fairly obvious he had gone to 
America and come back empty-handed. 

And that was how, in the course of some 
years, he came to Adeline Glendower, of 
whose special gifts as his Helper and Inspira- 
tion you have already heard from Mrs. 
Bunting. When he became engaged to her, 
the family, which had long craved to forgive 
him—Lady Poynting Mallow as a matter of 
fact had done so—brightened wonderfully. 
And after considerable obscure activities he 
declared himself a Philanthropic Liberal with 
open spaces in his platform, and in a position 
and ready as a beginning to try the quality 
of the Conservative South. 

He was away making certain decisive 
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arrangements, in Paris and elsewhere, at 
the time of the landing of the Sea Lady. 
Before the matter was finally settled it was 
necessary that something should be said to 
a certain great public character, and then 
he was to return and tell Adeline. And 
everyone was expecting him daily, including, 
it is now indisputable, the Sea Lady. 


III 


THE meeting of Miss Glendower and her 
affianced lover on his return from Paris was. 
one of those scenes in this story for which | 
have scarcely an inkling of the true details. 
He came to Folkestone and stopped at the 
Metropole, the Bunting house being full and 
the J/Ztropole being the nearest hotel to 
Sandgate, and he walked down in the after- 
noon and asked for Adeline, which was 
pretty rather than correct. I gather they 
met in the drawing-room, and as Chatteris 
closed the door behind him, I imagine there 
was something in the nature of a caress. 

I must confess I envy the freedom of the 
novelist who can take you behind such a 
closed door as this and give you all that 
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these persons said and did. But, with the 
strongest will in the world to blend the little 
scraps of fact I have into a _ continuous 
sequence of events, I falter at this occasion. 
After all, I never saw Adeline at all until after 
all these things were over, and what is she 
now? A rather tall, a rather restless and 
active woman, very keen and obvious in 
public affairs—zw2th something gone out of 
her. Melville once saw a gleam of that, but 
for the most part Melville never liked her ; 
she had a wider grasp of things than he, and 
he was a little afraid of her; she was, in some 
inexplicable way, neither a pretty woman 
nor a “dear lady” nor a “grande dame” nor 
totally insignificant, and a heretic therefore 
in Melville’s scheme of things. He gives 
me small material for that earlier Adeline. 
‘She posed,” he says, she was “ political,” 
and she was always reading Mrs. Humphry 
Ward. 

The last Melville regarded as the most 
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heinous offence. It is not the least of my 
cousin's weaknesses that he regards this great 
novelist as an extremely corrupting influence 
for intelligent girls. She makes them Good 
and Serious in the wrong way, he says. 
Adeline, he asserts, was absolutely built on 
her. She was always attempting the incar- 
nation of Marcella. It was he had perverted 
Mrs. Bunting to this view. But I don’t 
believe for a moment in this idea of girls 
building themselves on heroines in fiction. 
These are matters of elective affinity, and, 
unless some bullying critic or preacher sends 
us astray, we take each to our own novelist 
as the souls in the Swedenborgian system 
take to their hells. Adeline took to the 
imaginary Marcella. There was, Melville 
says, the strongest likeness in their mental 
atmosphere. They had the same defects, a 
bias for superiority—to use his expressive 
phrase—the same disposition towards arro- 
gant benevolence, that same obtuseness to 
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little shades of feeling that leads people to 
speak habitually of the ‘‘ Lower Classes” 
and to think in the vein of that phrase. 
They certainly had the same virtues, a con- 
scientious and conscious integrity, a hard 
nobility without one touch of magic, an in- 
dustrious thoroughness. More than anything 
else, Adeline delighted in her novelist’s 
thoroughness, her freedom from impression- 
ism, the patient. resolution with which she 
went into the corners and swept under the 
mat of every incident. And so it would be 
easy to argue from that that Adeline behaved 
as Mrs. Ward’s most characteristic heroine 
behaved, on a very analogous occasion. 
“Marcella” we know—at least after her 
heart was changed—would have ‘clung to 


him.” There would have been ‘a moment 
of high emotion in which thoughts "—of 
the highest class — ‘mingled with the 
natural ambition of two people in the prime 


of life and power.” Then she would have 
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‘receded with a quick movement” and 
listened ‘‘with her beautiful hand pen- 
sive against her cheek” — while Chatteris 
“began to sum up the forces against him 
—to speculate on the action of this group 
and that.” ‘Something infinitely tender 
and maternal” would have “spoken in her, 
pledging her to the utmost help that love 
and a woman can give.” She would have 
“produced” in Chatteris “that exquisite 
mingled impression of grace, passion, self- 
yielding, which‘ in all its infinite variations | 
and repetitions made up for him the con- 
stant poem of her beauty.” 

But that is the dream and not the reality. 
So Adeline might have dreamt of behaving, 
but—. She was not Marcella and only 
wanting to be, and he was not only not 
Maxwell but he had no intention of being 
Maxwell anyhow. If he had had an op- 
portunity of becoming Maxwell he would 
probably have rejected it with extreme 
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incivility. So they met like two unheroic 
human beings, with shy and clumsy move- 
ments and, I suppose, fairly honest eyes. 
Something there was in the nature of a 
caress, I believe, and then I incline to 
fancy she said “Well?” and I think he 
must have answered, “It’s all right.” 
After that and rather allusively, with a 
backward jerk of the head at intervals 
as it were towards the great personage, 
Chatteris must have told her particulars. 
He must have told her that he was going 
to contest Hythe, and that the little difficulty 
with the Glasgow commission agent who 
wanted to run the Radical ticket as a 
‘Man of Kent” had been settled without 
injury to the Party (such as it is). Assuredly 
they talked politics, because soon after, 
when they came into the garden side by 
side to where Mrs. Bunting and the Sea 
Lady sat watching the girls play croquet, 
Adeline was in full possession of all these 
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facts. I fancy that for such a couple as 
these were, such intimation of success, such 
earnest topics, replaced to a certain extent 
at any rate the vain repetition of vulgar 


endearments. 

The Sea Lady seems to have been the 
first to see them. ‘Here he is,” she said 
abruptly. 


“Who is?” said Mrs. Bunting, glancing 
up at eyes that were suddenly eager and 
then by their direction to Chatteris. 

“Your other Son,” said the Sea Lady, 
jesting unheeded. 

‘“Tt’s Harry and Adeline!” cried Mrs. 
Bunting. ‘Don't they make a Couple?” 

But the Sea Lady made no reply, and 
leant back  scrutinising their advance. 
Certainly they made a couple. Coming 
out of the verandah into the blaze of the 
sun and across the trim lawn towards the 
shadow of the ilex trees, they were lit as 
it were with a more glorious limelight, and 
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displayed like actors on a stage more 
spacious than the stage of any theatre. 
The figure of Chatteris must have come 
out tall and fair and broad, a little sunburnt, 
and, I gather, even then a little preoccupied, 
as indeed he always seemed to be in those 
latter days. And beside him Adeline, 
glancing now up at him and now towards 
the audience under the trees, dark and a 
little flushed, tallish—though not so tall as 
Marcella seems to have been—and, you 
know, without any instructions from any 
novel in the world—glad. 

Chatteris did not discover that there was 
anyone but Buntings under the tree until 
he was close at hand. Then the abrupt 
discovery of this stranger seems to have 
checked whatever he was prepared to say 
for his début, and Adeline took the centre 
of the stage. Mrs. Bunting was standing 
up, and all the croquet players — except 
Mabel, who was winning — converged on 
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Chatteris with cries of welcome. Mabel 
remained in the midst of what I understand 
is called a tea-party, loudly demanding that 
they should see her “play it out.” No 
doubt, if everything had gone well, she 
would have given a most edifying exhi- 
bition of what croquet can sometimes be. 

Adeline swam forward to Mrs. Bunting 
and cried with a note of triumph in her 
voice, “It is all settled. Everything is 
settled. He has won them all, and he is 
to contest Hythe.” | 

Quite involuntarily her eyes must have 
met the Sea Lady's. 

It is of course quite impossible to say 
what she found there—or indeed what there 
was to find there then. For a moment 
they faced riddles, and then the Sea Lady 
turned her eyes with a long deferred 
scrutiny to the man’s face, which she prob- 
ably saw now closely for the first time. 
One wonders whether it is just possible 
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that there may have been something, if 
it was no more than a gleam of surprise 
and enquiry, in that meeting of their eyes. 
Just for a moment she held his regard, 
and then it shifted enquiringly to Mrs. 
Bunting. 

That lady intervened effusively with an 
“Oh! I forgot” and introduced them. I 
think they went through that without 
another locking of the foils of their regard. 

“You back?” said Fred to Chatteris, 
touching his arm, and Chatteris confirmed 
this happy guess. 

The Bunting girls seemed to wel- 
come Adeline’s enviable situation rather 
than Chatteris as an individual. And 
Mabel’s voice could be heard approaching. 
‘“Oughtn’t they to see me play it out, Mr. 
Chatteris ?” 

“Hullo, Harry, my boy!” cried Mr. 
Bunting, who was cultivating a_ bluff 
manner. ‘‘How’s Paris?” 
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‘“How’s the fishing?” said Harry. 

And so they came into a vague circle 
about this lovely person who had “won 
them all”—except Parker, of course, who 
remained in her own proper place, and is 
I am certain never to be won by anybody. 

There was a handing and shifting of 
garden chairs... . 

No one seemed to take the slightest notice 
of Adeline’s dramatic announcement. The 
Buntings were not good at thinking of things 
to say. She stood in the midst of them, . 
like a leading lady when the other actors 
have forgotten their parts. Then everyone 
woke up as it were to this, and they went 
off in a volley. ‘So it’s really all settled,” 
said Mrs. Bunting, and Betty Bunting said, 
“There zs to be an election then!” and 
Nettie said, ‘What fun!” Mr. Bunting 
remarked with a knowing air, ‘‘So you saw 
Him then?” and Fred flung ‘ Hooray!” 
into the tangle of sounds. 
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The Sea Lady of course said nothing. 

“We'll give ‘em a jolly good fight for it, 
anyhow, said Mr. Bunting. 

“Well, I hope we shall do that,” said 
Chatteris. 

“We will do more than that,” said 
Adeline. 

“Oh yes!” said Betty Bunting, “we will.” 

“T knew they would let him,” said 
Adeline. 

“Tf they had any sense,” said Mr. 
Bunting. 

Then came a pause, and Mr. Bunting 
was emboldened to lift up his voice and 
utter politics. “They are getting sense,” 
he said. ‘They are learning that a Party 
must have Men, Men of Birth and Training. 
Money and the mob—they’ve tried to keep 
things going by playing to fads and class 
jealousies. And the Irish. And they've 
had their lesson. How? Why,— We've 


stood aside. We've left ’em to faddists and 
9 
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fomenters—and the Irish. And here they 
are! It’s a revolution in the Party. We've 
let it down. Now we must pick it up 
again.” 

He made a gesture with his fat little hand, 
one of those fat pink little hands that seem 
to have neither flesh nor bones inside them 
but only sawdust or horse-hair. Mrs. 
Bunting leant back in her chair and smiled 
at him indulgently. 

“Tt is no common election,’ said Mr. 
Bunting. “It is a great issue.” 

The Sea Lady had been regarding him 
thoughtfully. ‘What is a great issue?” she 
asked. ‘I don’t quite understand.” 

Mr. Bunting spread himself to explain to 
her. ‘ Zhzs,” he said, to begin with. 
Adeline listened with a mingling of interest 
and impatience, attempting ever and again 
to suppress him and involve Chatteris 
by a tactful interposition. But Chatteris 
appeared disinclined to be involved. He 
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seemed indeed quite interested in Mr. 
Bunting’s view of the case. 

Presently the croquet foursome went back 
—at Mabel’s suggestion—to that employ- 
ment, and the others continued their political 
talk. It became more personal at last, 
dealing soon quite specifically with all that 
Chatteris was doing, and more particularly 
all that Chatteris was todo. Mrs. Bunting 
suddenly suppressed Mr. Bunting as he was 
offering advice, and Adeline took the burthen 
of the talk again. She indicated vast 
purposes. ‘This election is merely the 
opening of a door,” she said. When 
Chatteris made modest disavowals, she 
smiled with a proud and happy conscious- 
ness of what she meant to make of him... . 

And Mrs. Bunting supplied footnotes to 
make it all clear to the Sea Lady. ‘“ He’s 
so modest,” she said at one point, and 
Chatteris pretended not to hear and went 
rather pink. Ever and again he attempted 
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to deflect the talk towards the Sea Lady and 
away from himself, but he was hampered by 
his ignorance of her position. 

And the Sea Lady said scarcely anything, 
and watched Chatteris and Adeline, and more 
particularly Chatteris in relation to Adeline. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTH 
SYMPTOMATIC 


I 


Y cousin Melville is never very clear 
about his dates. Now this is 

greatly to be regretted, because it would 
be very illuminating indeed if one could tell 
just how many days elapsed before he came 
upon Chatteris in intimate conversation 
with the Sea Lady. He was going along 
the front of the Leas with some books from 
the Public Library that Miss Glendower had 
suddenly wished to consult, and which she, 
with that entire ignorance of his furtive lack 
of admiration for her which was part of her 
want of charm for him, had bidden him bring 
her. It was in one of those sheltered paths 
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just under the brow which give such a 
pleasant and characteristic charm to Folke- 
stone that he came upon a little group about 
the Sea Lady’s bath-chair. Chatteris was 
seated in one of the wooden seats that are 
embedded in the bank, and he was leaning 
forward and looking into the Sea Lady’s 
face, and she was speaking with a smile that 
struck Melville even at the time as being a 
little special in its quality—and she seems to 
have been capable of many charming smiles. 
Parker was a little way off, where a sort of 
bastion projects and gives a wide view of the 
pier and harbour and the coast of France, 
regarding it all with a qualified disfavour, 
and the bath-chair man was crumpled up 
against the bank lost in that wistful 
melancholy that the constant perambulation 
of broken humanity necessarily engenders. 
My cousin slackened his pace a little and 
came up and joined them. The conversa- 
tion hung at his approach. Chatteris sat 
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back, but there seemed no resentment, and 
he sought a topic for the three of them in 
the books Melville carried. 

‘Books ?” he said. 

“ For Miss Glendower,” said Melville. 

“Oh!” said Chatteris. 

‘What are they about?” asked the Sea 
Lady. 

‘Land tenure,” said Melville. 

“That's hardly my subject,” said the Sea 
Lady, and Chatteris joined in her smile as 
though he saw the jest. 

There was a little pause. 

“You are contesting Hythe?” said Melville. 

“Fate points that way,” said Chatteris. 

‘They threaten a dissolution for Sep- 
tember.” 

‘Tt will come in a month,” said Chatteris, 
with the inimitable note of one who knows. 
‘‘In that case we shall soon be busy.” 

‘““And / may canvass ?” said the Sea Lady. 
“T never have—” 
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‘“Miss Waters,” explained Chatteris, ‘‘has 
been telling me she means to help us.” He 
met Melville’s eye frankly. 

“Jt's rough work, Miss Waters,” said 
Melville. . 

“TI don’t mind that. It’s fun. And I 
want to help. I really do want to help— 
Mr. Chatteris.” 

“You know, that’s encouragement.” 

“TI could go round with you in my bath- 
chair?” 

‘Tt would be a picnic,” said Chatteris. 

“TI mean to help, anyhow,” said the Sea 
Lady. 

“You know the case for the plaintiff?” 
asked Melville. : 

She looked at him. 

“You've got your arguments ?” 

‘“T shall ask them to vote for Mr. Chatteris, 
and afterwards .when I see them I shall 
remember them and smile and wave my 
hand. What else is there?” 
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“Nothing,” said Chatteris, and shut the 
lid on Melville. ‘I wish I had an argument 
as good.” 

‘What sort of people are they here?” 
asked Melville. ‘Isn't there a smuggling 
interest to conciliate ?”’ 

‘“T haven’t asked that,” said Chatteris. 
“Smuggling is over and past, you know. 
Forty years ago. It always has been forty 
years ago. They trotted out the last of the 
smugglers, interesting old man, full of 
reminiscences, when there was a Count of 
the Saxon Shore. He remembered smug- 
gling—forty years ago. Really, I doubt if 
there ever was any smuggling. The exist- 
ing coastguard is a sacrifice to a vain 
superstition.” 

“Why!” cried the Sea Lady. ‘‘Oniy 
about five weeks ago I saw quite near 
here—" 

She stopped abruptly and caught Melville's 
eye. He grasped her difficulty. 
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‘‘In a paper,” he suggested. 

“Yes, in a paper,” she said, seizing the 
rope he threw her. 

“That?” asked Chatteris. 

‘There is smuggling still,” said the Sea 
Lady, with an air of someone who decides 
not to tell an anecdote that is suddenly 
found to be half forgotten. 

“There’s no doubt it happens,” said 
Chatteris, missing it all. “But it doesn’t 
appear in the electioneering. I certainly 
shan't agitate for a faster revenue cutter. 
However things may be in that respect, I 
take the line that they are very well as they 
are. That’s my line, of course.” And he 
looked out to sea. The eyes of Melville 
and the Sea Lady had an intimate moment. 

“There, you know, is just a specimen of 
the sort of thing we do,” said Chatteris. 
‘Are you prepared to be as intricate as 
that?” 

“Quite,” said the Sea Lady. 
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My cousin was reminded of an anec- 
dete: . 

The talk degenerated into anecdotes of 
canvassing, and ran shallow. My cousin 
was just gathering that Mrs. Bunting and 
Miss Bunting had been with the Sea Lady 
and had gone into the town to a shop, when 
they returned. Chatteris rose to greet them, 
and explained—what had been by no means 
apparent before—that he was on his way 
to Adeline, and after a few further trivialities 
he and Melville went on together. 

A brief silence fell between them. 

“Who zs that Miss Waters?” asked 
Chatteris. 

‘Friend of Mrs. Bunting,” prevaricated 
Melville. 

‘So 1 gather... . She seems a very 
charming person.” 

‘CSWe4s 

‘‘She’s interesting. Her illness seems to 
throw her up. It makes a passive thing of 
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her, like a picture or something that’'s— 
imaginary. Imagined—anyhow. She sits 
there and smiles and responds. Her eyes 
—have something intimate. And yet—” 

My cousin offered no assistance. 

‘Where did Mrs. Bunting get her?” 

My cousin had to gather himself together 
for a second or so. 

“There's something —” he said de- 
liberately, ‘“‘that Mrs. Bunting doesn’t seem 
disposed—” 

‘What can it be?” 

“It’s bound to be all right,” said Melville 
rather weakly. 

“Tt’'s strange too. Mrs. Bunting is 
usually so disposed—” 

Melville left that to itself. 

“That’s what one feels,” said Chatteris. 

“What ?” 

“Mystery.” 

My cousin shares with me a profound 
detestation of that high mystic method of 
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treating women. //e likes women to be 
finite—and nice. In fact he likes everything 
to be finite—and nice. So he grunted 


merely. 
But Chatteris was not to be stopped by 
that. He passed to a critical note. ‘No 


doubt it’s all Illusion. All women are 
impressionists, a patch, a light. You get 
an effect. And that is all you are meant 
to get, I suppose. She gets an effect. But 
how—that’s the Mystery. It’s not merely 
beauty. There’s plenty of beauty in the 
world. But not of these effects. The eyes, 
I fancy.” 

He dwelt on that for a moment. 

“There's really nothing in eyes, you 
know, Chatteris,” said my cousin Melville, 
borrowing an alien argument and a tone of 
analytical cynicism from me. ‘‘ Have you 
ever looked at eyes through a hole in a 
sheet ?” 

‘Oh, I don’t know,” said Chatteris. ‘I 
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don’t mean the mere physical eye... 
Perhaps it’s the look of health—and the 
bath-chair. A bold discord. You don’t 
know what’s the matter, Melville?” 

“How?” 

‘“‘T gather from Bunting it’s a disablement 
—not a deformity.” 

“ fZe ought to know.” 

“Tm not so sure of that. You don't 
happen to know the nature of her disable- 
ment ?” 

“JT can’t tell at all,” said Melville in a 
speculative tone. It struck him he was 
getting to prevaricate better. 

The subject seemed exhausted. They 
spoke of a common friend whom the sight 
of the Métropole suggested. Then they did 
not talk at all for a time, until the stir and 
interest of the band-stand was passed. 
Then Chatteris threw out a thought. 

‘Complex business—feminine motives,” 
he remarked. 
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“ How?” 

‘This canvassing. She can’t be interested 
in Philanthropic Liberalism.” 

“Theresa difference in the type: Ane 
besides, there it’s a personal matter.” 

‘Not necessarily, is it? Surely there's 
not such an intellectual gap between the 
sexes! If you can get interested—” 

“Oh, I 2now.” 

‘ Besides, it’s: not a question of principles. 
It's the fun of electioneering.” 

© Pie!” 

‘There’s no knowing what wom’t interest 
the feminine mind,” said Melville, and 
added, ‘‘or what will.” 

Chatteris did not answer. 

“It’s the District Visiting Instinct, | 
expect,” said Melville. ‘They all have 
it. It’s the canvassing. All women like to 
go into houses that don’t belong to them.” 

“Very likely,” said Chatteris shortly, and 
failing a reply from Melville gave way to 
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secret meditations, it would seem still of 
a fairly agreeable sort. 

The twelve o'clock gun thudded from 
Shornecliffe Camp. 

‘By Jove!” said Chatteris, and quickened 
his steps. 


They found Adeline busy amidst her 
papers. As they entered she pointed re- 
proachfully, yet with a certain Marcella-like 
undertone of sweetness, at the clock. The 
apologies of Chatteris were effusive and 
winning, and involved no mention of the 
Sea Lady on the Leas. 

Melville delivered his books, and _ left 
them already wading deeply into the de- 
tails of the district organisation that the 
local Liberal organiser had submitted. 


II 


A ulTTLe while after the return of Chatteris 
my cousin Melville and the Sea Lady were 
under the ilex at the end of the sea garden, 
and — disregarding (as everyone was ac- 
customed to do) Parker, who was in a 
garden -chair doing some afternoon work 
at a proper distance — there was nobody 
with them at all. Fred and the girls 
were out cycling — Fred had gone with 
them at the Sea Lady’s request — and 
Miss Glendower and Mrs. Bunting were at 
Hythe calling diplomatically on some rather 
horrid local people who might be service- 
able to Harry in his electioneering. 

Mr. Bunting was out fishing. He was 


not fond of fishing, but he was in many 
Io 
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respects an exceptionally resolute little man, 
and he had taken to fishing every day in 
the afternoon after lunch in order to break 
himself off what Mrs. Bunting called his 
“ridiculous habit” of getting sea-sick when- 
ever he went out in a boat. He said that 
if fishing from a boat with pieces of mussels 
for bait after lunch would not break the 
habit, nothing would; and certainly it seemed 
at times as though it was going to break 
everything that was in him. But the 
habit escaped. This, however, is a digres- 
sion. . 

These two, I say, were sitting in the 
ample shade under the evergreen oak, and 
Melville I imagine was in those fine faintly 
patterned flannels that in the year 1899 
combined correctness with ease. He was 
no doubt looking at the shaded face of the 
Sea Lady, framed in a frame of sunlit 
yellow - green lawn and black - green ilex 
leaves-——at least so my impulse for veri- 
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similitude conceives it — and she at first 
was pensive and downcast that afternoon, 
and afterwards she was interested and 
looked into his eyes. Either she must 
have suggested he might smoke, or else 
he asked. Anyhow, his cigarettes were 
produced. She looked at them with an 
arrested gesture, and he hung for a moment, 
doubtful, on her gesture. 


‘IT suppose’ you ’”’— he said. 

“T never learnt.” 

He glanced at Parker and then met the 
Sea Lady’s regard. 

“Tt’s one of the things I came for,” she 
said. 
~ He took the only course. 

She accepted a cigarette and examined 
it thoughtfully. ‘Down there,” she said; 
“its just one of the things—. You will. 
understand we get nothing but saturated 
tobacco. Some of the mermen—... 


There's something they have picked up 
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from the sailors. Quzds 1 thzn& they call 
it. But that’s too horrid for words!” 

She dismissed the unpleasant topic by a 
movement and lapsed into thought. 

My cousin clicked his match-box. 

She had a momentary doubt and glanced 
towards the house. “Mrs. Bunting?” she 
asked. Several times, I understand, she 
asked the same thing. 

‘She wouldn’t mind—” said Melville, and_ 
stopped. 

‘She won’t think it improper,” he ampli- 
fied, “if nobody else thinks it improper.” 

‘‘There’s nobody else,’ said the Sea 
Lady, glancing at Parker, and my cousin 
lit the match. | 

My cousin has an indirect habit of mind. 
With all general and all personal things 
his disposition to get at them obliquely 
amounts almost to a passion—he could no 
more go Straight to a crisis than a cat 
could to a stranger. He came off at a 
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tangent now as he was sitting forward and 
scrutinising her first very creditable efforts 
to draw. ‘I just wonder,” he said, ‘“ what 
exactly it was you add come for.” 

She smiled at him over a little jet of 
smoke. ‘Why, this,” she said. 

“And hairdressing?” 

“And dressing.” 

She smiled again after a momentary 
hesitation. ‘And all this sort of thing,” 
she said, as though she felt she had 
answered him perhaps a little below his 
deserts. Her gesture indicated the house 
and the lawn and — my cousin Melville 
wondered just exactly how much else. 

“Am I doing it right?” asked the Sea 
Lady. 

“Beautifully,” said my cousin with a 
faint sigh in his voice. ‘What do you 
think of it?” 

“It was worth coming for,” said the Sea 
Lady, smiling into his eyes. 
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“But did you really just come—?” 

She filled in his gap. ‘To see what 
life was like on land here? ... Isn’t that 
enough ?” 

Melville’s cigarette had failed to light. 
He regarded its blighted career pensively. 

“Life,” he said, “isn’t all—this Sent on 
thing.” 

“This sort of thing ?” 

“Sunlight. Cigarette smoking. Talk. 
Looking nice.” 

“But it’s made up—’” 

“Not altogether.” 

‘For example?” 

“Oh, you know.” 

“What?” 

“You now,” said Melville, and would 
not look at her. 

“T decline to know,” she said after a 
little pause. 

‘‘ Besides—” he said. 

“Ye” 
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“You told Mrs. Bunting’”— It occurred 
to him that he was telling tales, but that 
scruple came too late. 

“Well?” 

‘Something about a soul.” 

She made no immediate answer. He 
looked up, and her eyes were smiling. ‘ Mr. 
Melville,” she said innocently, ‘““what zs a 
soul ?” 

‘“Well,” said my cousin readily, and then 
paused for a space. 

‘A soul,” said my cousin, and knocked an 
imaginary ash from his extinct cigarette. 

‘A soul,” he repeated, and glanced at Parker. 

‘A soul, you know,” he said, and looked at 
the Sea Lady with the air of a man who is 
handling a difficult matter with skilful care. 

“Come to think of it,” he said) “it’s a 
rather complicated matter to explain—” 

‘To a Being without one?” 

“To Anyone,” said my cousin Melville, 
suddenly admitting his difficulty. 
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He meditated upon her eyes for a moment. 

“ Besides,” he said, ‘you know what a 
soul is perfectly well.” 

“No,” she answered, ‘I don’t.” 

“You know as well as I do.” 

“Ah! that may be different.” 

“You came to get a soul.” 

“Perhaps I don’t want one. Why—if one 
hasn’t one— ?” 

“Ah, there!” And my cousin shrugged 
his shoulders. ‘But really, you know—. 
It’s just the generality of it that makes it 
hard to define.” 

‘Everybody has a soul?” 

‘“‘ Everyone.” 

“TE xeeptmme ?” 

‘“T’m not certain of that.” 
“Mrs. Bunting?” 
“Certainly.” 

“And Mr. Bunting ?” 
“Everyone,” 
‘Has Miss Glendower ?”’ 
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“Dots.” 

The Sea Lady mused. She went off at 
a tangent abruptly. 

“Mr. Melville,” she said, ‘‘what is a 
Union of Souls?” 

Melville flicked his extinct cigarette sud- 
denly into an elbow shape and then threw 
it away. The phrase may have awakened 
some reminiscence. ‘It’s an Extra,” he 
said,. “It's a gort.6f Floufish. ... And 
sometimes it’s like leaving cards by footmen 
—a substitute for the Real Presence.” 

There came a gap. He remained down- 
cast, trying to find a way towards whatever 
it was that it was in his mind to say. 
Conceivably he did not clearly know what 
that might be until he came to it. The Sea 
Lady abandoned an attempt to understand 
him in favour of a more urgent topic. 

“Do you think Miss Glendower and—Mr. 
Chatteris— ?” 

Melville looked up at her. He noticed 
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she had hung on the name. ‘ Decidedly,” 
he said. ‘It’s just what they would do.” 

Then he spoke again. ‘Chatteris?” he 
said. 

“Yes,” said she. 

“T thought so,” said Melville. 

The Sea Lady regarded him gravely. 
They scrutinised one another with an un- 
precedented intimacy. Melville was suddenly 
direct. It was a discovery that it seemed 
he ought to have made all along. He felt 
quite unaccountably bitter, and he spoke with 
a twitch of the mouth, and his voice hada 
note of accusation. ‘‘ You want to talk about 
Him.” 

She nodded—still grave. 

“Well, 7 don’t.” He changed his note. 
“But I will if you wish it.” 

“T thought you would.” 

‘Oh, you know,” said Melville, discovering 
his extinct cigarette was within reach of a 
vindictive heel. 
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She said nothing. 

“Well?” said Melville. 

‘‘T saw him first,” she apologised, ‘some 
years ago.” 

“Where ?” 

‘In the South Seas—near Tonga.” 

‘And that is really what you came for?” 

This time her manner was convincing. 
She admitted, “ Yes.” 

Melville was carefully impartial. ‘ He's 
sightly,” he admitted, ‘‘and well-built anda 
decent chap—a decent chap. But | don't 
see why you—" 

He went off at a tangent. “He didnt 


see you—?” 

"OG tie.” 

Melville’s pose and tone suggested a mind 
of extreme liberality. ‘I don’t see why 
you came,” he said. ‘Nor what you mean 


to do. You see,”—with an air of noting a 
trifling but valid obstacle—‘‘there’s Miss 
Glendower.” 
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‘Ts there?” she said. 

“Well, isn’t there ?” 

“That’s just it,” she said. 

“And besides after all, you know, why 
should you—?” 

“T admit it’s unreasonable,” shesaid. “But 
why reason about it? It’s a matter of the 


9) 


Imagination. .. . 

“For him ?” 

“ How should I know how it takes him? 
That is what I wanx¢ to know.” 

Melville looked her in the eyes again. 
“You know you're not playing fair,” he 
said. 

“To ber?” 

“To anyone.” 

“Why e” 

‘Because you are immortal—and unen- 
cumbered. Because you can do everything 
you want to do—and we cannot. I don't 
know why we cannot, but we cannot. Here 
we are, with our short lives and our little 
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souls to save, or lose, fussing for our little 
concerns. And you, out of the elements, 
come and beckon—” 

‘The elements have their rights,” she 
said. 

And then: ‘The elements are the ele- 
ments, you know. That is what you forget.” 

‘“ Tmagination ?” 

“Certainly. That’s ¢he element. Those 
elements of your chemists—" 

oy way” 

“Are all Imagination. There isn’t any 
other.” 

She went on. ‘And all the elements 
of your life, the life you imagine you are 
living, the little things you mst do, the 
little cares, the extraordinary little duties, 
the day by day, the hypnotic limitations,— 
all these things are a fancy that has taken 
hold of you too strongly for you to shake 
off. You-daren’t, you mustn't, you can't. 
To us who watch you—” 
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“You watch us?” 

‘Oh yes. We watch you, and sometimes 
we envy you. Not only for the dry air and 
the sunlight and the shadows of trees and 
the feeling of morning and the pleasantness 
of many such things, but because your lives 


begin and end... because you look towards 
an end.” 
She reverted to her former topic. ‘But 


you are so limited, so tied! The little time 
you have, you use so poorly. You begin 
and you end and all the time between it is 
as if you were enchanted, you are afraid to 
do this that would be delightful to do, you 
must do that though you know all the time 
it is stupid and disagreeable. Just think of 
the things—even the little things — you 
mustn't do. Up there on the Leas in this 
hot weather all the people are sitting in 
stuffy ugly clothes—ever so much too much 
clothes—hot tight boots, you know, when 
they have the most lovely pink feet, some 
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of them —we see—and they are all with 
little to talk about and nothing to look at, 
and bound not to do all sorts of natural 
things, and bound to do all sorts of pre- 
posterous things. Why are they bound? 
Why are they letting life slip by them? 
Just as though they wouldn’t all of them 
presently be dead! Suppose you were to 
go up there in a bathing dress and a white 
cotton hat—” 

“It wouldn't be proper!” cried Melville. 

“Why not?” 

“It would be outrageous!” 

“But anyone may see you like that on 
the beach!” 

‘That's different.” 

“Itisn’'t different. Youdream it’s different. 
And in just the same way you dream all the 
other things are proper or improper or good 
or bad todo. Because you are ina dream, 
a fantastic unwholesome little dream. So 
small, so infinitely small! I saw you the 
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other day dreadfully worried by a spot 
of ink on your sleeve—almost the whole 
afternoon.” 

~My cousin looked distressed. She aban- 
doned the ink-spot. 

“Your life, I tell you, is a dream—a dream, 
and you can’t wake out of it—” 

“And if so, why do you tell me?” 

She made no answer for a space. 

‘Why do you tell me?” he insisted. 

He heard the rustle of her movement as 
she bent towards him. 

She came warmly close to him. She 
spoke in gently confidential undertones, as 
one who imparts a secret that is not to be 
too lightly given. ‘‘ Because,” she said, 
“there are better dreams.” 


IT 


For a moment it seemed to Melville that 
he had been addressed by something quite 
other than the pleasant lady in the bath- 
chair before him. ‘“ But how—?” he began, 
and stopped. He remained silent with a 
perplexed face. She leant back and glanced 
away from him, and when at last she turned 
and spoke again, specific realities closed in 
on him once more. 

“Why shouldn’t I?” she asked. “If I 
want to.” 

“ Shouldn’t what ?”’ 

“Tf I fancy Chatteris.” 

“One might think of obstacles,” he 
reflected. 


‘ He’s not hers,” she said. 
ee 
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“In a way, he’s trying to be,” said 
Melville. 

“ Trying to be! He has to be what he is. 
Nothing can make him hers. If you weren't 
dreaming you would see that.” 

She spoke on my cousin’s silence. ‘‘She’s 
not veal,” she said. ‘She’s a mass of fancies 
and vanities. She gets everything out of 
books. She gets herself out of a book. 
You can see her doing it here. . . . What 
is she seeking? What is she trying to do? 
All this work, all this political stuff of hers? 
She talks of the Condition of the Poor! 
What is the Condition of the Poor? A 
dreary tossing on the bed of existence, a 
perpetual fear of consequences that per- 
petually distresses them. Lives of anxiety 
they lead, because they do not know what 
a dream the whole thing is. Suppose they 
were not anxious and afraid. ... And 
what does she care for the Condition of 
the Poor, after all! It is only a point of 
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departure in her dream. In her heart she 
does not want their dreams to be happier, 
in her heart she has no passion for them, 
only her dream is that she should be pro- 
minently Doing Good, asserting herself, 
controlling their affairs amidst thanks and 
praise and blessings. /Zery dream! Of Serious 
things!—a rout of phantoms pursuing a 
phantom Ignis Fatuus—the afterglow of a 
mirage. Vanity. of vanities—” 

“Tt’s real enough to her.” 

‘““As real as she can make it, you know. 
But she isn’t real herself. She begins 
badly.” 

“And he, you know—’’ 

‘He doesn’t believe in it.” 

“I’m not so sure.” 

‘“T am—now.” 

‘““He’s a complicated being.” 

‘He will ravel out,” said the Sea Lady. 

“T think you misjudge him about that 
work of his, anyhow,” said Melville. ‘He's 
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a man rather divided against himself.” He 
added abruptly, ‘‘We all are.” He re- 
covered himself from the generality. “It's 
vague, I admit, a sort of vague wish to do 
something decent, you know, that he has—” 

“A sort of vague wish,” she conceded ; 
“bout—" 

“He means well,” said Melville, clinging 
to his proposition. 

“He means nothing. Only very dimly 
he suspects—" 

“Ves?” 

“What you too are beginning to suspect. 
| That other things may be conceivable, 
even if they are not possible. That this life 
of yours is not everything. That it is not 
to be taken too seriously. Because... ¢here 
ave better dreams \” 

The song of the Sirens was in her voice ; 
my cousin would not look at her face. ‘] 
know nothing of any other dreams,” he said. 
“One has oneself and this life, and that is 
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enough to manage. What other dreams can 
there be? Anyhow, we are in the dream— 
we have to accept it. Besides, you know, 
that’s going off the question. We were 
talking of Chatteris, and why you have 
come for him. Why should you come, 
why should anyone outside come—into this 
world ?” 

‘Because we are permitted to come—we 
immortals. And why, if we choose to do so, 
and taste this life that passes and continues 
like rain that falls to the ground, why should 
we not do it? Why should we abstain?” 

“And Chatteris?” 

“If he pleases me.” 

He roused himself to a Titanic effort 
against an oppression that was coming over 
him. He tried to get the thing down toa 
definite small case, an incident, an affair of 
considerations. ‘‘ But look here, you know,” 
he said. ‘What precisely do you mean to 
do if you get him? You don't seriously 
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intend to keep up the game to that extent. 
You don’t mean to—positively, in our ter- 
restrial fashion, you know—marry him?” 

The Sea Lady laughed at his recovery of 
the practical tone. ‘Well, why zot?” she 
asked. 

“And go about in a bath-chair, and— 
No, that’s not-it. What zs it?” 

He looked up into her eyes, and it was 
like looking into deep water. Down in that 
deep there stirred impalpable things. She 
smiled at him. 

“No!” she said, ‘I shan’t marry him and 
go about in a bath-chair. And grow old as 
all earthly women must. (It’s the dust, I 
think, and the dryness of the air, and the 
way you begin and end.) You burn too fast, 
you flare and sink and die. This life of 
yours!—the illnesses and the growing old! 
When the skin wears shabby, and the light 
is out of the hair and the teeth—. Not 
even for Love would I face it. No.... But 
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99 


then, you know—. . . .” Her voice sank to 
alow whisper. ‘‘ There are better dreams.” 

‘“Whatdreams?” rebelled Melville. “What 
do you mean? What ave you? What do 
you mean by coming into this life—you who 
pretend to be a woman—and whispering, 
whispering ... to us who are in it, to us who 
have no escape?” 

‘‘ But there is an escape,’ said the Sea Lady. 

“How?” 

‘For some there is an escape. When the 
whole life rushes to a moment—.” 

And then she stopped. Now there is 
clearly no sense in this sentence, to my 
mind, even from a lady of an essentially 
imaginary sort, who comes out of the sea. 
How can a whole life rush to a moment? 
But, whatever it was she really did say, there 
is no doubt she left it half unsaid—. 

He glanced up at her abrupt cessation, 
and she was looking at the house. 
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“Do...vs! Do... ms! Are seu 
there?” It was Mrs. Bunting’s voice float- 
ing athwart the lawn, the voice of the 
ascendant. present, of invincibly sensible 
things. The world grew real again to Mel- 
ville. He seemed to wake up, to start back 
from some delusive trance that crept upon 
him. 

He looked at the Sea Lady as though he 
was already incredulous of the things they 
had said, as though he had been asleep and 
dreamt their talk. Some light seemed to go 
out, some fancy faded. His eye rested upon 
the inscription, “Flamps, Bath-Chair Pro- 
prietor,” just visible under her arm. 

“We've got perhaps a little more serious 
than—” he said doubtfully; and then, “What 
you have been saying—did you exactly 
mean—?” 

The rustle of Mrs. Bunting’s advance 
became audible, and Parker moved and 
coughed. 
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He was quite sure they had been “ more 
serious than—” 

‘ Another time perhaps—” 

Had all these things really been said, or 
was he under some fantastic hallucination ? 

He hada sudden thought. ‘Where’s your 
cigarette?” he asked. 

But her cigarette had ended long ago. 

‘And what have you been talking about 
so long?” sang Mrs. Bunting, with an almost 
motherly hand on the back of Melville's 
chair. 

“Oh!” said Melville, at a loss for once, 
and suddenly rising from his chair to face 
her, and then to the Sea Lady with an arti- 
ficially easy smile, ‘‘What save we been 
talking about?” 

‘All sorts of things, I daresay,” said Mrs. 
Bunting, in what might almost be called an 
arch manner. And she honoured Melville 
with a special smile—one of those smiles 
that are morally almost winks. 
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My cousin caught all this archness full in 
the face, and for four seconds he stared at 
Mrs. Bunting in amazement. He wanted 
breath. Then they all laughed together, 
and Mrs. Bunting sat down pleasantly 
and remarked, quite audibly to herself, ‘As 
though IT couldn’t guess.” 


IV 


I GATHER that, after this talk, Melville fell 
into an extraordinary net of doubting. In 
the first place, and what was most distressing, 
he doubted whether this conversation could 
possibly have happened at all, and if it had, 
whether his memory had not played him 
some trick in modifying and intensifying 
the import of it all. My cousin occasionally 
dreams conversations of so sober and probable 
a sort as to mingle quite perplexingly with 
his real experiences. Was this one of these 
occasions? He found himself taking up 
and scrutinising, as it were, first this remem- 
bered sentence and then that. Had she 
really said this thing and quite in this way? 
Had she really said that ? His memory of 
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their conversation was never quite the 
same for two days together. Had she 
really and deliberately foreshadowed for 
Chatteris some obscure and mystical sub- 
mergence?... 

What intensified and complicated his 
doubts most was the Sea Lady’s subsequent 
serene freedom from allusion to anything 
that might or might not have passed. She 
behaved just exactly as she had always 
behaved ; neither an added intimacy nor that 
distance that follows indiscreet confidences 
appeared in her manner. 

And amidst this crop of questions there 
arose presently quite a new set of doubts, 
as though he was not already sufficiently 
equipped. The Sea Lady, he reflected, 
alleged she had come to the world that lives 
on land, for Chatteris. 

And then—? 

He had not hitherto looked ahead to see 
precisely what would happen to Chatteris, to 
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Miss Glendower, to the Buntings or anyone, 
when, as seemed highly probable, Chatteris 
was “got.” There were other dreams, there 
was another existence, an Elsewhere—and 
Chatteris was to go there! So she said! 
But it came into Melville’s mind with a quite 
disproportionate force and vividness, that 
once long ago he had seen a picture of a 
man and a mermaid rushing downward 
through deep water. . . . Could it possibly 
be that sort of thing? in the year eighteen 
hundred and ninety-nine. Conceivably, if 
she had said these things, did she mean 
them, and if she meant them, and this 
definite campaign of capture was in hand, 
what was an orderly, sane- living, well - 
dressed bachelor of the world to do? 

Look on?—until things ended in a 
catastrophe ? 

One figures his face almost aged. He 
seems to have hovered about the house on 
the Sandgate Riviera to a scandalous extent, 


174 THE SEA LADY 


failing always to get a sufficiently long and 
intimate ¢éte-a-téte with the Sea Lady to 
settle once for all his doubts as to what 
really had been said and what he had dreamt 
or fancied in their talk. Never had he been 
so exceedingly disturbed as he was by the 
twist this talk had taken. Never had his 
habitual pose of humorous acquiescence in 
life been quite so difficult to keep up. He 
became positively absent-minded. ‘“ You 
know if it’s like that, it’s serious,” was the 
burthen of his private mutterings. His 
condition was palpable even to Mrs. Bunting. 
But she misunderstood his motive. She said 
something. . . . Finally and quite abruptly 
he set off to London in a state of frantic 
determination to get out of it all. The 
Sea Lady wished him good-bye in Mrs. 
Bunting’s presence as though there had 
never been anything... . 

I suppose one may contrive to under- 
stand something of his disturbance. He 
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had made quite considerable sacrifices to the 
World. He had, at great pains, found his 
place and his way in it, he had imagined 
he had really ‘got the hang of it,’ as 
people say, and was having an interesting 
time. And then, you know, to encounter 
a voice that subsequently insists upon 
haunting you with ‘“ Zhere are etter 
dreams,” to hear a tale that threatens 
complications, disasters, broken hearts, and 
not to have the faintest idea of the proper 
thing to do! 

But I do not think he would have bolted 
from Sandgate until he had really got 
some more definite answer to the question, 
“What better dreams?” —until he had 
surprised or forced some clearer illumina- 
tion from the passive invalid—if Mrs. 
Bunting one morning had not very tactfully 
hinted— 

You know Mrs. Bunting, and you can 
imagine what she tactfully hinted. Just at 
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that time, what with her own girls and. 
the Glendower girls, her imagination was 
positively inflamed for matrimony ; she was 
a matrimonial fanatic, she would have 
married anybody to anything just for the 
fun of doing it, and the idea of pairing 
off poor Melville to this mysterious im- 
mortal with a scaly tail seems to have 
seemed to her the most natural thing in 
the world. 

Apropos of nothing whatever I fancy she 
remarked, ‘Your opportunity’s now, Mr. 
Melville.” 

“My opportunity!” cried Melville, trying 
madly not to understand in the face of her 
pink resolution. 

“You've a monopoly now,” she cried. 
‘But when we go back to London with her 
there will be ever so many people running 
after her.” 

I fancy Melville said something about 
carrying the thing too far. He doesn’t 
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remember what he did say. I don’t think 
he even knew at the time... . 

However, he fled back to London in 
August, and was there so miserably at loose 
ends that he had not the will to get out of 
the place. On this passage in the story he 
does not dwell, and such verisimilitude as 
may be must be supplied by my imagination. 
I imagine him in his charmingly appointed 
flat—a flat that is light without being trivial, 
and artistic with no want of dignity or 
sincerity—finding a loss of interest in his 
books, a loss of beauty in the silver he (not 
too vehemently) collects. I imagine him 
wandering into that dainty little bedroom of 
his and round into the dressing-room, and 
there rapt in a blank contemplation of the 
seven-and-twenty pairs of trousers (all 
creasing neatly in their proper stretchers) 
that are necessary to his conception of a wise 
and happy man. For every occasion he 


has learnt, in a natural easy progress to 
12 
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knowledge, the exquisitely appropriate pair 
of trousers, the permissible upper garment, 
the becoming gesture and word. He was 
a man who had mastered his world. And 
then, you know, the whisper— 

“ There ave better dreams.” 

‘What dreams?” I imagine him asking, 
with a defensive note. Whatever trans- 
parence the world might have had, whatever 
suggestion of something beyond there, in 
the sea garden at Sandgate, I fancy that in 
Melville's apartments in London it was 
indisputably opaque. 

And ‘Damn it!” he cries, “if these 
dreams are for Chatteris, why should she 
tell meé ? 

‘Suppose I had the chance of them— 
whatever they are—”’ 

He reflects, with a terrible sincerity in 
the nature of his will. 

“No!” And then again, ‘No! 

“And if one mustn’t have ’em, why 
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should one know about ’em and be worried 
by theme. .. 

“Tf she comes to do mischief, why 
shouldn’t she do mischief without making 
me an accomplice?” 

He walks up and down and stops at 
last, and stares out of his window on the 
jaded summer traffic going Haymarket 
way, ... 

He sees nothing of that traffic. He sees 
the little sea garden at Sandgate, and that 
little group of people very small and bright, 
and something —something hanging over 
them. “It isn't fair on them—or me—or 
anybody !” 

Then, you know, quite suddenly, I imagine 
him swearing. 

I imagine him at his lunch, a meal he 
usually treats with a becoming gravity. I 
imagine the waiter marking the kindly self- 
indulgence of his clean-shaven face, and 
advancing with that air of intimate participa- 
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tion the good waiter shows to such as he 
esteems. I figure the respectful pause, the 
respectful enquiry. 

“Oh, anything!” cries Melville, and the 


waiter retires amazed. 


V 


To add to Melville’s distress, as petty dis- 
comforts do add to all genuine trouble, his 
club was undergoing an operation, and full 
of builders and decorators ; they had gouged 
out its windows and gagged its hall with 
scaffolding, and he and his like were guests 
of a stranger club that had several members 
who blew. They seemed never to do any- 
thing but blow and sigh and rustle papers 
and go to sleep about the place, they were 
like blight-spots on the handsome plant of 
this host-club, and it counted for little with 
Melville, in the state he was in, that all the 
fidgety breathers were persons of eminent 
position. -But it was this temporary disloca- 
tion of his world that brought him unex- 


182 THE SEA LADY 


pectedly into a guasz confidential talk with 
Chatteris one afternoon, for Chatteris was 
one of the less eminent and amorphous 
members of this club that was sheltering 
Melville’s club. 

Melville had taken up Punckh—he was in 
that mood when a man takes up anything— 
and was reading, he does not know exactly 
what he was reading. Presently he sighed, 
looked up and discovered Chatteris entering 
the room. 

He was surprised to see Chatteris, startled 
and just faintly alarmed, and Chatteris, it was 
evident, was surprised and disconcerted to 
see him. Chatteris stood in as awkward 
an attitudeas he was capable of, staring 
unfavourably, and for a moment or so 
he gave no sign of recognition. Then 
he nodded and came forward reluctantly. 
His every movement suggested the will 
without the wit to escape. ‘‘ You here?” he 
said. 
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‘What are you doing away from Hythe 
at this time?” asked Melville. 

“IT came here to write a_ letter,” said 
Chatteris. 

He looked about him rather helplessly. 
Then he sat down beside Melville and 
demanded a cigarette. Suddenly he plunged 
into intimacy. 

“It’s doubtful whether I shall contest 
Hythe,” he remarked. 

“No?” 

ATS.” 

He lit his cigarette. 

“Would you?” he asked. 

“Not a bit of it,” said Melville. ‘ But 
then it’s not my line.” 

‘Ts it mie?” 

‘Tsn’t it a little late in the day to drop 
it?” said Melville. ‘You've been put up 
for it now. Everyone’s at work. Miss 
Glendower—” 


“T know,” said Chatteris. 
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“Well?” 
‘I don’t seem to want to go on.” 

“My dear man!” 

“It’s a bit of overwork perhaps. I’m off 
colour. Things have gone flat. That's 
why I’m up here.” 

He did a very absurd thing. He threw 
away a quarter-smoked cigarette and almost 
immediately demanded another. 

“You've been a little immoderate with 
your Statistics,” said Melville. 

Chatteris said something that struck Mel- 
ville as having somehow been said before. 
‘Election, Progress, Good of Humanity, 
Public Spirit ;—none of these things interest 
me really,” he said. ‘At least—just now.” 

Melville waited. 

“One gets brought up in an atmosphere 
in which it’s always being whispered that 
one should go for a Career. You learn it at 
your mother’s knee. They never give you 
time to find out what you really want, they 
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keep on shoving you at that. They form 
your character. They build your mind. 
They rush you into it... .” 

‘They didn’t me,” said Melville. 

“They did me, anyhow. And here am!” 

“You don’t want a Career?” 

“Well—. Look what it is.” 

“Qh! if you look at what things ave!” 

‘First of all, the messing about to get into 
the House. These confounded parties mean 
nothing — absolutely nothing. They aren’t 
even decent Factions. You blither to con- 
founded committees of confounded tradesmen 
whose sole idea in this world is to get over- 
paid for their self-respect ; you whisper and 
hobnob with local solicitors and get yourself 
seen about with them; you ass about the 
charities and institutions, and lunch and 
chatter and chum with every conceivable 
form of human conceit and pushfulness and 
trickery—.” 

He broke off. ‘It isn’t as if ¢hey were up 
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to anything! They’re working in their way, 
just as you are working in your way. It’s 
the same game with all of them. They 
chase a phantom gratification, they toil and 
quarrel and envy, night and day, in the 
perpetual attempt to persuade themselves in 
spite of everything that they are Real and a 
Success—.” 

He stopped and smoked. 

Melville was spiteful. ‘ Yes,” he admitted, 
‘but I thought your little movement.— 
That there was to be something more than 
party politics and self-advancement— ?” 

He left his sentence interrogatively in- 
complete. 

‘The Condition of the Poor,” he said. 

“Well?” said Chatteris, and regarded 
him with a sort of stony admission in his 
blue eye. 

Melville dodged the eye. ‘‘ At Sandgate,” 
he said, ‘there was, you know, a certain 
atmosphere of Belief—” 
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‘T know,” said Chatteris for the second 
time. 

“That's the devil of it!” said Chatteris 
after a pause. 

“Tf I don’t believe in the game I|’m play- 
ing, if I’m left high and dry on this shoal, 
with the tide of belief gone past me, it isn't 
my planning, anyhow. I know the decent 
thing I ought to do. I mean to do it; in 
the end I mean. to do it; I’m talking in this 
way to relieve my mind. I’ve started the 
game, and I must see it out; I’ve put my 
hand to the plough, and I mustn’t go back. 
That’s why I came to London —to get it 
over with myself. It was running up against 
you, set me off. You caught me in the 
Crisis.” 

“Ah!” said Melville. 

‘ But, for all that, the thing is as I said,— 
none of these things interest me really. It 
won't alter the fact that I am committed to 
fight a phantom election about nothing in 
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particular, for a party that’s been dead ten 
years. And, if the ghosts win, go into the 
parliament as a constituent spectre. 
There it is—as a mental phenomenon! ” 

He reiterated his cardinal article. ‘The 
interest is dead,” he said, ‘‘the will has no 
soul.” 

He became more critical He bent a 
little closer to Melville's ear. “It isn’t 
really that I don’t believe. When I say I 
don’t believe in these things I go too far. 
I do. I know, the electioneering, the in- 
triguing is a means to an end. There is 
work to be done, sound work, and important 
work, Only—” 

Melville turned an eye on him over his 
cigarette end. 

Chatteris met it, seemed for a moment to 
cling toit. He became absurdly confidential. 
He was evidently in the direst need of a 
confidential ear. 

“T don’t want todo it. When I sit down 
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to it, square myself down in my chair, you 
know, and say, ‘ Now for the rest of my life 
this is IT, this is your life, Chatteris, —when 
I do that, there comes a sort of terror, 
Melville.” 

‘“H’m,” said Melville, and meditated. 
Then he turned on Chatteris with the 
air of a family physician and tapped his 
shoulder, three times, as he spoke. 
“You've had too much statistics, Chatteris,” 
he said. 

He let that soak in. Then he faced 
about towards his interlocutor, and toyed 
with a club ash-tray. ‘It’s Every Day has 
overtaken you,” he said. ‘‘ You can’t seethe 
wood for the trees. You forget the spacious 
design you are engaged upon, in the heavy 
details of the moment. You are like a 
painter who has been working hard upon 
something very small and exacting, in a 
corner. You want to step back and look at 
the whole thing.” 


190 THE SEA LADY 


“No,” said Chatteris, ‘‘that isn’t quite it.” 

Melville indicated that he knew better. 

‘“T keep on stepping back and looking at 
it,” said Chatteris. ‘“‘ Just lately I’ve scarcely 
done anything else. I'll admit it’s a spacious 
and noble thing—political work done well— 
only—. I admire it, but it doesn’t grip my 
imagination, it doesn’t grip my imagination. 
That’s where the trouble comes in.” 

“What does grip your imagination?” 
asked Melville. He was absolutely certain 
the Sea Lady had been talking this paralysis 
into Chatteris, and he wanted to see just 
how far she had got. “For example,” he 
tested: ‘‘Are there—by any chance—other 
dreams ?” 

Chatteris gave no sign at the phrase. 
Melville dismissed his. suspicion. ‘ What 
do you mean—other dreams?” asked 
Chatteris. 

‘Ts there conceivably another way — 
another sort of life—some other aspect— ?” 
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“It’s out of the question,” said Chatteris. 
He added, rather remarkably, ‘“ Adeline’s 
awfully good.” 

My cousin Melville acquiesced silently in 
Adeline’s goodness. 

‘All this, you know, isa Mood. My life 
is made for me—and it's a very good life. 
It’s better than I deserve.” 

“Heaps,” said Melville. 

“Much,” said Chatteris defiantly. 

“Ever so much,” endorsed Melville. 

‘‘ Let’s talk of other things,” said Chatteris. 
‘It’s what even the street boys call mawédzd 
nowadays to doubt for a moment the absolute 
final all-this-and-nothing-else-in-the-worldish- 
ness of whatever you happen to be doing.” 

My cousin Melville, however, could think 
of no other sufficiently interesting topic. 
“You left them all right at Sandgate ?” ee 
asked after a pause. | 

“Except little Bunting.” 

“ Seedy °°” 
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“Been fishing.” 

“Of course. Breezes and the spring 
tides. . . . And Miss Waters ?” 

Chatteris shot a suspicious glance at him. 
He affected the offhand style. ‘‘.She’s quite 
well,” he said. ‘‘ Looks just as charming as 
ever.” 

‘She really means that canvassing ?” 

‘She’s spoken of it again.” 

“She'll do a lot for you,” said Melville, 
and left a fine wide pause. 

Chatteris assumed the tone of a man who 
SOSSIDS. 

“Who is this Miss Waters?” he 
asked. 

“A very charming person,” said Melville, 
and said no more. 

Chatteris waited, and his pretence of airy 
gossip vanished. He became very much in 
earnest. 

“Look here,” he said. ‘Who zs this 
Miss Waters?” 
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“How should / know?” prevaricated 
Melville. 

“Well, you do know. And the others 
know. Who is she?” 

Melville met his eyes. ‘‘ Won't they tell 
you ?” he said. 

“That’s just it,” said Chatteris. 

‘Why do you want to know?” 

“Why shouldn’t I know?” 

‘There’s a sort of promise to keep it 
dark.” 

“Keep what dark?” 

My cousin gestured. 

“It can’t be anything wrong?” My 
cousin made no sign. 

‘She may have had experiences ?” 

My cousin reflected a moment on the 
possibilities of the deep-sea life. “She 
has,” he said. 

‘“T don’t care if she has.” 

There came a pause. 


“Took here, Melville,” said Chatteris, 
13 
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“T want to know this. Unless it’s a thing 
to be specially kept from me. ... I don't 
like being among a lot of people who treat 
me as an outsider. What is this something 
about Miss Waters — ?” 

“What does Miss Glendower say— ?” 

“Vague things. She doesn’t like her, and 
she won't say why. And Mrs. Bunting goes 
about with discretion written all over her. 
And she herself looks at you—. And that 
maid of hers looks—. The thing’s worrying 
ihe.” 

‘Why don’t you ask the lady herself?” 

‘How can I, till I know what it is? Con- 
found it! I’m asking you plainly enough.” 

“Well,” said Melville, and at the moment 
he had really decided to tell Chatteris. But 
he hung up on the manner of presentation. 
He thought in the moment to say, ‘The 
truth is she is amermaid.” Then as instantly 
he perceived how incredible this would be. 
He always suspected Chatteris of a capacity 


SYMPTOMATIC 195 


for being continental and romantic. The 
man might fly out at him for saying such a 
thing of a lady... . 

A dreadful doubt fell upon Melville. As 
you know, he had never seen that tail with 
his own eyes. In these surroundings there 
came to him such an incredulity of the Sea 
Lady as he had not felt even when first Mrs. 
Bunting told him of her. All about him 
was an atmosphere of solid reality, such as 
one can breathe only in a first-class London 
club. Everywhere ponderous arm-chairs 
met the eye. There were massive tables in 
abundance and match-boxes of solid rock. 
The matches were of some specially large 
heavy sort. Ona ponderous elephant-legged 
green baize table near at hand were several 
copies of the Zzmes, the current Punch, an 
inkpot of solid brass, and a paper-weight of 
lead. There are other dreams! It seemed 
impossible. The breathing of an eminent 
person in a chair in the far corner became 
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very distinct in that interval. It was heavy 
and resolute like the sound of a stone-mason’s 
saw. It insisted upon itself as the touchstone 
of reality. It seemed to say that at the first 
whisper of a thing so utterly improbable as a 
mermaid it would snort and choke. 

‘“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” 
said Melville. 

“Well, tell me—anyhow.” 

My cousin looked at an empty chair beside 
him. It was evidently stuffed with the very 
best horse-hair that money could procure, 
stuffed with infinite skill and an almost 
religious care. It preached in the open in- 
vitation of its expanded arms that man does 
not live by bread alone—inasmuch as after- 
wards he needs a nap. An utterly dreamless 
chair! 

Mermaids? 

He felt he was after all quite possibly the 
victim of a foolish delusion, hypnotised by 
Mrs. Bunting’s beliefs. Was there not some 
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more plausible interpretation, some phrase 
that would lie out bridgeways from the 
plausible to the truth? 

‘It’s no good,” he groaned at last. 

Chatteris had been watching him furtively. 

‘‘Oh, I don’t care a hang,” he said, and 
shied his second cigarette into the mas- 
sively decorated fireplace. ‘It’s no affair 
of mine.” 

Then quite abruptly he sprang to his feet 
and gesticulated with an ineffectual hand. 

“You needn't,” he said, and seemed to 
intend to say many regrettable things. 
Meanwhile until his intention ripened he 
sawed his ineffectual hand. I fancy he ended 
by failing to find a thing sufficiently regret- 
table to express the pungency of the moment. 
He flung about and went towards the door. 

“Don't!” he said to the back of the news- 
paper of the breathing member. 

‘Tf you don’t want to,” he said to the 
respectful waiter at the door. 


198 THE SEA LADY 


The hall porter heard that he didn’t care 
—he was hanged if he did! 

“He might be one of these here 
Guests,” said the hall porter, greatly shocked. 
“That's what comes of lettin’ ‘em in so 


young.” 


VI 


MELVILLE overcame an impulse to follow 
him. 

‘Confound the fellow !” said Melville. 

And then as the whole outburst came into 
focus, he said with still more emphasis, 
“Confound the fellow!” 

He stood up and became aware that the 
member who had been asleep was now 
regarding him with malevolent eyes. He 
perceived it was a hard and _ invincible 
malevolence, and that no petty apologetic 
quality of demeanour would avail against it. 
He turned about and went towards the door. 

The interview had done my cousin good. 
His misery and distress had lifted. He was 
presently bathed in a profound moral indig- 
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nation, and that is the very antithesis of 
doubt and unhappiness. The more he 
thought it over, the more his indignation 
with Chatteris grew. That sudden un- 
reasonable outbreak altered all the per- 
spectives of the case. He wished very 
much that he could meet Chatteris again 
and discuss the whole matter from a new 
footing. 

“Think of it!” He thought so vividly 
and so verbally that he was nearly talking 
to himself as he went along. It shaped 
itself into an unspoken discourse in his 
mind. 

Was there ever a more ungracious, un- 
grateful, unreasonable creature than this 
same Chatteris? He was the spoilt child of 
Fortune, things came to him, things were 
given him, his very blunders brought more 
to him than other men’s successes. Out of 
every thousand men, nine hundred and 
ninety-nine might well find food for envy in 
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this way luck had served him. Many a 
one has toiled all his life, and taken at last 
gratefully the merest fraction of all that 
had thrust itself upon this insatiable thank- 
less young man. ‘Even I,” thought my 
cousin, “‘might envy him—in several ways. 
And then, at the mere first onset of 
duty, nay!—at the mere first whisper of 
restraint, this insubordination, this protest 
and flight ! 

“Think!” urged my cousin, “of the 
common lot of men. Think of the many 
who suffer from hunger—” 

(It was a painful Socialistic sort of line 
to take, but in his mood of moral indignation 
my cousin pursued it relentlessly. ) 

“Think of the many who suffer from 
hunger, who lead lives of unremitting toil, who 
go fearful, who go squalid, and withal do, in 
a sort of dumb resolute way, their utmost to 
do their duty, or at any rate what they think 
to be their duty. Think of the chaste poor 
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women in the world! Think again of the 
many honest souls who aspire to the service 
of their kind, and are so hemmed about and 
preoccupied that they may not give it! And 
then this pitiful creature comes, with his 
mental gifts, his gifts of position and 
opportunity, the stimulus of great ideas, and 
a wife, who is not only rich and beautiful— 
she zs beautiful!—but also the best of all 
possible helpers for him—. 

“And he turns away. It isn’t good 
enough. It takes no hold upon his imagina- 
tion, if you please. It isn’t beautiful enough 
for him, and that’s the plain truth of the 
matter. 

‘What does the man want? What does 
heexpect? .. .” 

My cousin’s moral indignation took him 
the whole length of Piccadilly, and along by 
Rotten Row, and along the flowery garden 
walks almost into Kensington High Street, 
and so round by the Serpentine to his home, 
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and it gave him such an appetite for dinner 
as he had not had for many days. Life was 
bright for him all that evening, and he sat 
down at last, at two o'clock in the morning, 
before a needlessly lit, delightfully fusilading 
fire in his flat, to smoke one sound cigar 
before he went to bed. 

“No,” he said suddenly, ‘I am not 
mawbid either. I take the gifts the Gods 
will give me. I try to make myself happy, 
and a few other people happy too, to do a 
few little duties decently, and that is enough 
for me. I don’t look too deeply into things, 
and I don’t look too widely about things. A 
few old simple ideals— 

* Fi’: 

‘Chatteris is a dreamer, an impossible, 
extravagant discontent. What does he 
dream of? . .. Three parts he is dreamer, 
and the fourth part—spoilt child. 

‘Dreamer... 

‘Other dveans; .. . 
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“What other dreams could _ she 
meen?” ... 

My cousin fell into profound musings. .. . 

My cousin started, looked about him, saw 
the time by his Rathbone clock, got up 
suddenly and went to bed. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTH 
THE CRISIS 


I 


HE crisis came about a week from that 

—I say about, because of Melville’s 
conscientious inexactness in these matters. 
And, so far as the crisis goes, I seem to get 
Melville at his best. He was keenly in- 
terested, keenly observant, and his more than 
average memory took some excellent im- 
pressions. Tomy mind at any rate two at 
least of these people come out, fuller and 
more convincingly than anywhere else in 
this painfully disinterred story. He has 
given me here an Adeline I seem to believe 
in, and something much more like Chatteris 
than any of the broken fragments I have 
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had to go upon, and amplify and fudge 
together so far. And for all such transient 
lucidities in this mysterious story the 
reader no doubt will echo my Heaven be 
thanked! 

Melville was called down to participate in 
the crisis at Sandgate by a telegram from 
Mrs. Bunting, and his first exponent of the 
situation was Fred Bunting. 

“Come down. Urgent. Please,” was the 
irresistible message from Mrs. Bunting. My 
cousin took the early train and arrived at 
Sandgate in the forenoon. 

Mrs. Bunting, he gathered, was upstairs 
with Miss Glendower, and implored him to 
wait until she could leave her charge. ‘‘ Miss 
Glendower not well, then?” said Melville. 
‘No, Sir, not at all well,” said the housemaid, 
and evidently awaited a further question. 
‘Where are the others?” he asked casually. 
The three younger young ladies had gone to 
Hythe, said the housemaid, with a marked 
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omission of the Sea Lady. Melville has an 
intense dislike of questioning servants on 
points at issue, so he asked nothing at all 
concerning Miss Waters. This general 
absence of people from the room of familiar 
occupation was entirely in the same vein of 
crisis as the telegram. The housemaid 
waited a further instant and withdrew. 

He stood for a moment in the drawing- 
room, and then walked out upon the veran- 
dah. He perceived a richly caparisoned 
figure advancing towards him. It was 
Fred Bunting. He had been taking advan- 
tage of the general desertion of home to 
bathe from the house. He was wearing an 
umbrageous white cotton hat and a striped 
blanket, and a more aggressively manly pipe 
than any fully adult male would ever dream 
of smoking, hung from the corner of his 
mouth. 

“Hello!” he said. ‘The Mate send for 
you?” 
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Melville admitted the truth of this theory. 

“ There’s Ructions,” said Fred, and re- 
moved the pipe. The act offered conversa- 
tion. 

‘“Where’s Miss Waters ?” 

‘“‘ Gone.” 

“ Back ?” 

‘“Lord—WVo! Catch her! She’s gone to 
Lummidge’s Hotel. With her maid. Took 
a suite.” 

“Why—’” 

‘The Mate made a row with her.” 

‘Whatever for?” 

“ Harry.” 

My cousin stared at the situation. 

‘Tt broke out,’ said Fred. 

‘“ What broke out ?” 

“The row. Harry’s gone daft on her, 
Addy says.” 

“On Miss Waters?” 

“Rather. Mooney. Didn't care for his 
electioneering —didn’t care for his ordny 
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nusment. Loose ends. Didn’t mention it 
to Adeline, but she began to see it. Asked 
questions. Next day, went off. London. 
She asked what wasup. Three days’ silence. 
Then—. Wrote to her.” 

Fred intensified all this by raising his eye- 
brows, pulling down the corners of his mouth, 
and nodding portentously. ‘“ Eh?” he en- 
quired; and then, to make things clearer: 
‘Wrote a letter.” 

“He didn’t write to her about Miss 
Waters?” 

‘Don’t know what he wrote about. Don’t 
suppose he mentioned her name, but I dare- 
say he made it clear enough. All I know is, 
that everything in the house felt like elastic 
pulled tighter than it ought to be for two 
whole days—everybody in a sort of compli- 
cated twist—and then there was a snap. All 
that time Addy was writing letters to him 
and tearing ‘em up, and no one could quite 


make it out. Everyone looked blue except 
14 
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Miss Waters. She kept her own lovely 
pink. And at the end of that time the Mate 
began asking things, Adeline chucked writing, 
gave the Mate half a hint, Mate took it all 
in an instant, and the thing burst.” 

“Miss Glendower didn’t— ?” 

‘No, the Mate did. Put it pretty straight 
too—as the Mate can... . Ske didn't deny 
it. Said she couldn’t help herself, and that 
he was as much hers as Adeline’s. I heard 
that,” said Fred shamelessly. ‘‘ Pretty thick, 
eh ?—considering he’s engaged. And the 
Mate gave it her pretty straight. Said 
‘I’ve been very much deceived in you, Miss 
Waters—very much indeed.’ I heard 
eke cue 

“And then ?” 

“Asked her to go. Said she'd requited 
us ill for taking her up when nobody but a 
fisherman would have looked at her.” 

‘She said that?” 

‘Well, words to that effect.” 
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“And Miss Waters went?” 

“In a first-class cab, maid and boxes in 
another, all complete. Perfect lady... . 
Couldn't have believed if I hadn’t seen it— 
the tail I mean.” 

“And Miss Glendower ?” 

‘“Addy? Oh, she’s been going it. Comes 
downstairs and does the pale-faced heroine, 
and goes upstairs and does the broken- 
hearted part. JZ know. It’s all very well. 
You never had sisters. You know—’” 

Fred held his pipe elaborately out of the 
way and protruded his face to a confidential 


nearness. 
‘‘T believe they half like it,” said Fred in 
a confidential half-whisper. ‘Such a Go, 


you know. Mabel pretty near as bad. And 
the girls. All making the very most they 
can of it. You'd think Chatteris was the only 
man alive, to hear ’em. J couldn't get up 
emotion like they do, if my feet was being 
flayed. Cheerful home, eh? For holidays.” 
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‘““Where’s —the Principal Gentleman?” 
asked Melville, a little grimly. ‘In 
London ?” 

“Unprincipled gentleman J call him,” said 
Fred. ‘He's stopping down here at the 
Métropole. Stuck.” 

“Down here? Stuck?” 

“Rather. Stuck and set about.” 

My cousin tried for sidelights. ‘‘ What's 
his attitude?” he asked. 

“Slump,” said Fred with intensity. 

‘This little Blow Off has rather astonished 
him,” he explained. ‘When he wrote to 
say that the election didn’t interest him for 
a bit, but he hoped to pull round—’” 

“You said you didn’t know what he 
wrote.” 

“TI do ¢hat much,” said Fred. ‘‘He no 
more thought they’d have spotted it meant 
Miss Waters than a baby. But women are 
so thundering sharp, you know. Theyre 
born spotters. How it'll all end—” 
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“But why has he come to the Méro- 
pole?” 

‘Middle of the stage, I suppose,” said 
Fred. 

“What's his attitude?” 

“Says he’s going to see Adeline and 
explain everything—and doesn't do it... . 
Puts it off. And Adeline, so far as I can 
gather, says that if he doesn’t come down 
soon, she’s hanged if she'll see him, much as 
her heart may be broken and all that if she 
doesn’t. You know.” 

“Naturally,” said Melville, rather incon- 
secutively. ‘And he doesn’t?” 

“ Doesn't stir.” 

‘Does he see—the other lady ?” 

‘We don’t know. We can’t watch him. 
But if he does he’s clever—” 

“>” 

‘There's about a hundred blessed relatives 
of his in the place—came like crows for a 
corpse. Ineversawsucha lot. Talk about 
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a man of good old family—it’s decaying! I 
never saw such a high old family in my life. 
Aunts they are chiefly.” 

“ Aunts ?” 

“Aunts. Say they’ve rallied round him. 
How they got hold of it I don’t know. 
Like vultures. Unless the Mate—. 
But they're here. They’re all at him— 
using their influence with him, threatening 
to cut off legacies and all that. There's 
one old girl at Bate’s, Lady Poynting 
Mallow—least bit horsey but about as all 
right as any of ’em—vwho’s been down 
here twice. Seems a trifle disappointed in 
Adeline. And there’s two Aunts at 
Wampach’s—you know the sort that stop 
at Wampach’s—regular hothouse flowers— 
a watering-potful of real icy cold water 
would kill both of ’em. And there’s one 
come over from the Continent—short hair, 
short skirts—regular terror—she’s at the 
Pavilion. They’re all chasing round. 
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‘Where is this woman?’ sort of thing. 
‘Lemme peck!’” 

“That the hundred?” 

‘Practically. ©The Wampachers are 
sending for a Bishop who used to be his 
schoolmaster—" 

“No stone unturned, eh ?” 

* None.” 

‘And has he found out yet—” 

‘That she’s:a mermaid. I don’t believe 
he has. The Pate went up to tell him. 
Of course he was a bit out of breath and 
embarrassed. And Chatteris cut him 
down. ‘At least let me hear nothing 
against her,’ he said. And the Pate 
took that and came away. Good old 
Pater. Eh?” 

“And the Aunts?” 

“They're taking it in. Mainly they 
grasp the fact that he’s going to jilt Adeline, 
just as he jilted the American girl. The 
mermaid side they seem to boggle at. Old 
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people like that don’t take to a new idea all 
at once. The Wampach ones are shocked 
—but curious. They don’t believe for a 
moment she really is a mermaid, but they 
want to know all about it. And the one 
down at the Pavilion simply said, ‘Bosh! 
How can she breathe under water? Tell 
me that, Mrs. Bunting. She’s some sort 
of person you have picked up, I don’t know 
how, but mermaid she cannot be.’ They'd 
be all tremendously down on the Mate, I 
think, for picking her up, if it wasn’t that 
tney can’t do without her help to bring 
Addy round again. Pretty mess all round, 
eh” 

‘T suppose the Aunts will tell him?” 

“What?” 

“ About the tail.” 

“T suppose they will.” 

“And what then?” 

“Heaven knows! Just as likely they 
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won t. 
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My cousin meditated on the verandah 
tiles for a space. 

“It amuses me,” said Fred Bunting. 

‘Look here,” said my cousin Melville. 
‘“What am I supposed to do? Why have 
I been asked to come?” 

“don't know. Stir it up a bit, I expect. 
Everybody do a bit—like the Christmas 
pudding.” 

“ But—” said Melville. 

‘“T’ve been bathing,” said Fred. ‘‘ No- 
body asked me to take a hand, and I didn't. 
It won't be a good pudding without me, 
but there you are! There’s only one thing 
/ can see to do—” 

“It might be the right thing. What is 
ie” 

“Punch Chatteris’ head.” 

‘“T don’t see that would help matters,” 

‘Oh, it wouldn’t 4e/p matters,” said Fred, 
and added with an air of conclusiveness, 
‘There it is!” Then, adjusting the folds of 
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his blanket to a greater dignity and replac- 
ing his long extinct large pipe between his 
teeth, he went on his way. The tail of 
his blanket followed him reluctantly round 
the door. His bare feet padded across 
the hall and became inaudible on the 
carpet of the stairs. 

“Fred!” said Melville, going doorward 
with a sudden after-thought for fuller 
particulars. 

But Fred had gone. 


IT 


INSTEAD Mrs. Bunting appeared. Her face 
showed traces of recent emotion. 

‘“T telegraphed,” she said. ‘We are in 
dreadful trouble.” 

‘“Miss Waters, I gather—” 

‘She's gone.” 

She went towards the bell and stopped. 
“They'll get lunch as_ usual,” she said. 
“You will be wanting your lunch.” 

She came towards him with rising hands. 
‘“You can wot imagine,” she said. ‘That 
poor child!” 

‘You must tell me,” said Melville. 

“T simply do not know what to do. I 
don't know where to turn.” She came 
nearer to him. She protested. “All that 
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I did, Mr. Melville, I did for the best. I 
saw there was trouble. I could see that I 
had been deceived, and I stood it as long 
as I could. I ad to speak at last.” 

My cousin by leading questions and 
interrogative silences developed her story 
a little. 

‘And everyone,” she said, ‘‘blames me. 
Everyone.” 

‘‘Everybody blames everybody who does 
anything, in affairs of this sort,” said 
Melville. ‘You mustn’t mind ¢haz.” 

“T’ll try not to,” she said bravely. ‘ You 
know, Mr. Melville—” 

He laid his hand on her shoulder for a 
moment. ‘‘ Yes,” he said very impressively, 
and I think Mrs. Bunting felt better. 

“We all look to you,” she said. “I 
don’t know what I could do without 
you.” 

“That's it,’ said Melville ‘How do 
things stand? What am I to do?” 
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‘Go to him,” said Mrs. Bunting, ‘and 
put it all right.” 

‘But suppose—” began Melville doubt- 
fully. 

‘Go to her. Make her see what it would 
mean for him and all of us.” 

He tried to get more definite instructions. 

“Don’t make difficulties,” implored Mrs. 
Bunting. ‘Think of that poor girl upstairs. 
Think of us all.” 

“Exactly,” said Melville, thinking of 
Chatteris and staring despondently out of 
the window. 

“Bunting, I gather—” 

“Tt is you or no one,” said Mrs. Bunting, 
sailing over his unspoken words. “ Fred is 
too young, and Randolph—! He's not diplo- 
matic. He—he hectors.” 

“ Does he?” exclaimed Melville. 

“You should see him abroad. Often— 
many times I have had to interfere. . . . No, 
it is you. You know Harry so well. He 
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trusts you. You can say things to him—no 
one else could say.” 

“That reminds me. Does 4e know—?” 

“We don’t know. How canx we know? 
We know he is 2fatuated, that is all. He 
is up there in Folkestone, and she is in Folke- 
stone, and they may be meeting—” 

My cousin sought counsel with himself. 

“Say you will go?” said Mrs. Bunting, 
with a hand upon his arm. 

“Tl go,” said Melville, ‘but I don’t see 
what I can do!” 

And Mrs. Bunting clasped his hand in 
both of her own plump shapely hands and 
said she knew all along that he would, 
and that for coming down so promptly to 
her telegram she would be grateful to him 
so long as she had a breath to draw, 
and then she added, as though it were part 
of the same remark, that he must want his 
lunch. 

He accepted the lunch proposition in an 
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incidental manner and reverted to the ques- 
tion in hand. 

“Do you know what his attitude—" 

‘He has only written to Addy.” 

“Tt isn’t as though he had brought about 
this Crisis?” 

‘It was Addy. He went away, and some- 
thing in his manner made her write and ask 
him why? So soon as she had his letter to 
say he wanted to rest from politics for a little, 
that somehow he didn’t seem to find the 
interest in that life that he thought it de- 
served, she divined everything—” 

“Everything? Yes, but just what zs 
everything ?” 

“That she had led him on.” 

“Miss Waters ?” 

ON Se. 

My cousin reflected. So that was what 
they considered to be everything! ‘I wish 
I knew just where 4e stood,” he said at last, 
and followed Mrs. Bunting lunchward. In 
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the course of that meal, which was ¢é¢e-d-téte, 
it became almost unsatisfactorily evident what 
a great relief Melville’s consent to interview 
Chatteris was to Mrs. Bunting. Indeed she 
seemed to consider herself relieved from the 
greater portion of her responsibility in the 
matter, since Melville was bearing her 
burthen. She sketched out her defence 
against the accusations that had no doubt 
been levelled at her, explicitly and implicitly. 

“How was J to know?” she asked, and 
she told over again the story of that memor- . 
able landing, but with new, extenuating 
details. It was Adeline herself who had 
cried first, ‘‘“She must be saved!” Mrs. 
Bunting made a special point of that. “And 
what else was there for me to do?” she 
asked. 

And as she talked, the problem before my 
cousin assumed graver and yet graver pro- 
portions. He perceived more and more 
clearly the complexity of the situation with 
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which he was intrusted. In the first place it 
was not at all clear that Miss Glendower was 
willing to receive back her lover except upon 
terms, and the Sea Lady, he was quite sure, 
did not mean to release him from any grip 
she had upon him. ‘They were preparing to 
treat an elemental struggle as though it were 
an individual case. It grew more and more 
evident to him how entirely Mrs. Bunting 
overlooked the essential nature of the Sea 
Lady, how absolutely she regarded the 
business as a mere everyday vacillation, a 
commonplace outbreak of that jilting spirit 
which dwells, covered deep perhaps, but 
never entirely eradicated, in the heart of man, 
and how confidently she expected him, with 
a little tactful remonstrance and pressure, 
to restore things to their ancient harmony 
again. 

As for Chatteris !—Melville shook his head 
at the cheese, and answered Mrs. Bunting 


abstractedly. 
T5 


Ill 


‘SHE wants to speak to you,” said Mrs. 
Bunting, and Melville with a certain tre- 
pidation went upstairs. He went up to the 
big landing with the seats, to save Adeline 
the trouble of coming down. She appeared 
dressed in a black and violet tea gown with 
much lace, and her dark hair was done with 
a simple carefulness that suited it. She 
was pale, and her eyes showed traces of 
tears, but she had a certain dignity that 
differed from her usual bearing in being 
quite unconscious. 

She gave him a limp hand and spoke in 
an exhausted voice. 

“You know—all?” she asked. 


‘‘ All the outline, anyhow.” 
226 
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‘“Why has he done this to me?” 

Melville looked profoundly sympathetic 
through a pause. 

“T feel,” she said, ‘that it isn’t coarse- 
ness.” 

‘Certainly not,” said Melville. 

“Tt is some mystery of the imagination 
that I cannot understand. I should have 
thought—his Career at any rate—would 
have appealed...” She shook her head 
and regarded a pot of ferns fixedly for a 
space. 

“He has written to you?” asked Mel- 
ville. 

‘Three times,” she said, looking up. 

Melville hesitated to ask the extent of 
that correspondence, but she left no need 
for that. 

“| had to ask him,” she said. ‘ He kept 
it all from me, and I had to force it from 
him before he would tell.” 

“Tell!” said Melville, “what?” 
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for me.” 

“But did he—?” 

‘“ He has made it clearer. But still, even 
now. No, I don’t understand.” 

She turned slowly and watched Melville’s 
face as she spoke. “You know, Mr. Melville, 
that has been an enormous shock tome. I 
suppose I never really knew him. I suppose 
I—idealised him. I thought he cared for 
—our work at any rate. ... He did care 
for our work. He believed in it. Surely — 
he believed in it.” 

“He does,” said Melville. 

“And then—. But how can he?” 

‘He is—he is a man with rather a strong 
imagination.” 

“Or a weak will?” 

‘ Relatively—yes.” 

‘Tt is so strange,” she sighed. “It is so 
inconsistent. It is like a child catching at 
anew toy. Do you know, Mr. Melville,’— 
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she hesitated,—" all this has made me feel 
old. 1 feel very much older, very much 
wiser, than he is. I cannot help it. I am 
afraid it is for all women... to feel that 
sometimes. ” 

She reflected profoundly. “For al 
women—. .. The Child Man! I see now 
just what Sarah Grand meant by that.” 

She smiled a wan smile. ‘I feel just as 
though he had been a naughty child. 

“And I—I worshipped him, Mr. Melville,” 
she said, and her voice quivered. 

My cousin coughed, and turned about to 
stare hard out of the window. He was, 
he perceived, much more shockingly in- 
adequate even than he had expected to be. 

“Tf T thought she could make him 
happy—” she said presently, leaving a hiatus 
of generous self-sacrifice. 

“The case is—complicated,” said Melville. 

Her voice went on, clear and a little high, 
resigned, impenetrably assured. 
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‘But she would not. All his better side, 
all his serious side—. She. would miss it 
and ruin it all.” 

“Does he—” began Melville, and repented 
of the temerity of his question. 

“Yes?” she said. 

‘Does he—ask to be released ?” 

“No. ... He wants to come back to 
ives” 

“And you?” 

‘He doesn’t come.” 

“ But do you—do you want him back ?” 

‘How can I say, Mr. Melville? He does 
not say certainly even that he wants to come 
back.” 

My cousin Melville looked perplexed. He 
lived on the superficies of emotion, and these 
complexities in matters he had always 
assumed were simple put him out. | 

‘There are times,” she said, ‘‘ when it 
seems to me that my love for him is alto- 
gether dead. ... Think of the disillusion- 
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ment—the shock—the discovery of such 
weakness.” 

My cousin lifted his eyebrows and shook 
his head in agreement. 

“His feet—to find his feet were of 
Clay !” 

There came a pause. 

‘Tt seems I have never loved him. And 
then— And then I think of all the things 
he still might be.” 

Her voice made him look up, and he saw 
that her mouth was’ set hard and tears were 
running down her cheeks. 

It occurred to my cousin, he says, that he 
would touch her hand in a sympathetic 
manner, and then it occurred to him that he 
wouldn't. Her words rang in his thoughts 
for a space, and then he said belatedly, ‘“ He 
may still be all those things.” 

‘‘T suppose he may,” she said slowly and 
without colour. The weeping moment had 
passed. 
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‘What is she?” She changed abruptly. 
‘What is this Being who has come between 
him and all the realities of life? What is 
there about her—?... And why should 
] have to compete with her, because 
he— because he doesn’t know his own 
mind?” 

“For a man,” said Melville, “to know 
his own mind, is—to have exhausted one 
of the chief interests in life. After that—! 
A cultivated extinct rolsare. (If ever it 
was a volcano).” 

He reflected egotistically for a space. 
Then with a secret start he came back to 
consider her. 

‘What is there,” she said, with that 
deliberate attempt at clearness which was 
one of her antipathetic qualities for Melville, 
—‘‘what is there that she has, that she offers, 
that /—?” 

Melville winced at this deliberate pro- 
posal of appalling comparisons. All the 
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catlike quality in his soul came to his aid. 
He began to edge away and go obliquely 
and generally shirk the issue. ‘My dear 
Miss Glendower!” he said, and tried to 
make that seem an adequate reply. 

‘What zs the difference?” she insisted. 

“There are impalpable things,” waived 
Melville. “They are above reason and 
beyond describing.” 

“But you,”. she urged, ‘‘you take an 
attitude, you must have an impression. 
Why don’t you— Don’t you see, Mr. 
Melville, this is very”—her voice caught 
for a moment—‘“ very vztaZ for me. It 
isn’t kind of you, if you have impres- 
sions—. I’m sorry, Mr. Melville, if I seem 
to be trying to get too much from you. 
I— I want to know.” 

It came into Melville’s head for a moment 
perhaps that this girl had something in her 
that was just a little beyond his former 
judgments. 
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‘‘T must admit, I have a sort of impres- 
sion,’ he said. 

“You are a man, you know him, you 
know all sorts of things, all sorts of ways 
of looking at things, I don’t know. If 
you could go so far—as to be frank.” 

“Well,” said Melville, and stopped. 

She hung over him, as it were, as a 
tense silence. 

“There zs a difference,” he admitted, and 
still went unhelped. 

‘How can I put it? I think in certain 
ways you contrast with her in a way that 
makes things easier for her. 

“He has—I know the thing is made 
into a cant, only, you know, 4e doesn't 
plead it in defence—he has a temperament, 
to which she sometimes appeals more than 
you do,” 

“Yes, I] know; but How?” 

“Well—” 

“Telleme:” 
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“You are austere. You are restrained. 
Life—for a man like Chatteris—is school- 
ing. He has something — something 
perhaps more worth having than most of 
us have—but I think at times—it makes 
life harder for him than it is for a lot of 
us. Life comes at him, with limitations 
and regulations. He knows his duty well 
enough. And you—. You mustn't mind 
what I say too much, Miss Glendower—I 
may be wrong.” 


» 


‘Go on,’ She Said, “go on.” 
“You are too much—the agent-general 
of his duty.” 
“But surely !—what else—?’ 
‘T talked to him in London, and then I 


thought he was quite in the wrong. Since 


’ 


that I’ve thought all sorts of things—even 
that you might be in the wrong. In certain 
minor things.” 

“Don't mind my vanity ow,” she cried. 
“Tell ime.” 
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“You see you have defined things—very 
clearly. You have made it clear to him 
what you expect him to be, and what you 
expect him to do. It is like having built 
a house in which he is to live. For him 
to go to her is like going out of a house, 
a very fine and dignified house, I admit, 
into something larger, something adven- 
turous and incalculable. She is—she has 
an air of being—wzatura/. She is as lax 
and lawless as the sunset, she is as free 
and familiar as the wind. She doesn’t, if 
I may put it in this way, she doesn’t love 
and respect him when he is this and dis- 
approve of him highly when he is that— 
she takes him altogether. She has the 
quality of the open sky, of deep tangled 
places, of the flight of birds, she has the 
quality of the high sea. That I think is 
what she is for him;—she is the Great 
Outside. You—you have the quality—” 

He hesitated. 
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‘‘Go on,” she insisted. ‘Let us get the 
meaning.” 

‘Of an edifice. . . . I don’t sympathise 
with him,” said Melville; ‘(I am a tame cat, 
and I should scratch and mew at the door 
directly I got outside of things. I don't 
want to go out. The thought scares me. 
But 4e is different.” 

“Yes,” she said, “he is different.” 

For a time it seemed that Melville’s 
interpretation had hold of her. She stood 
thoughtful. Slowly other aspects of the 
thing came into his mind. 

‘Of course,” she said, thinking as she 
looked at him. ‘Yes. Yes. That is 
the impression. That is the quality. But 
in reality—. There are other things in 
the world beside effects and impressions. 
After all, that is — an analogy. It is 
pleasant to go out of houses and dwellings 
into the open air, but most of us, nearly 
all of us, must live in houses.” 
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“ Decidedly,” said Melville. 

“He cannot—. What can he do with 
her? How can he live with her? What 
life could they have in common?” 

“Tt’s a case of attraction,” said Melville, 
“and not of plans.” 

“After all,’ she said, ‘“he must come 
back—if I let him come back. He may 
spoil everything now, he may lose his 
election and be forced to start again, lower 
and less hopefully, he may tear his heart to 
pieces—" 

She stopped at a sob. 

‘Miss Glendower,” said Melville abruptly, 
“T don’t think you quite understand.” 

“Understand what?” 

“You think he cannot marry this—this 
being who has come among us?” 

‘How could he?” 

“No—he couldn’t. You think his 
imagination has wandered away from you 
—to something impossible. That generally, 
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in an aimless way, he has cut himself up 
for nothing, and made an inordinate fool 
of himself, and that it’s simply a business 
of putting everything back into place 
again.” 

He paused, and she said nothing; but 
her face was attentive. ‘What you do 
not understand,” he went on, ‘‘what no 
one seems to understand, is that she 
comes—” | 

“Out of the sea.” 

“Out of some other world. She comes, 
whispering that this life is a phantom life, 
unreal, flimsy, limited, casting upon every- 
thing a spell of disillusionment—” 

“So that Ze—” 

“Yes, and then she whispers, Zhere ave 
better dreams /” 

The girl regarded him in frank per- 
plexity. 

“She hints of these vague better dreams, 


” 


she whispers of a way... . 
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“ What way?” 

“T do not know what way. But it is 
something — something that tears at the 
very fabric of this daily life.” 

“You mean— ?” 

‘She is a mermaid, she is a thing of 
dreams and desires, a siren, a whisper, and 
a seduction. She will lure him with 
her—” 

He stopped. 

“ Where?” she whispered. 

‘Into the deeps.” 

“The deeps?” 

They hung upon a long pause. Melville 
sought vagueness with infinite solicitude, 
and could not find it. He blurted out at 
last, ‘There can be but one way out of 
this dream we are all dreaming, you 
know.” 

‘And that way ?” 

“That way—” began Melville and dared 
not say it. 
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’ 


‘You mean,” she said, with a pale face, 
half awakened to a new thought, “the way 
ism... Re 

Melville shirked the word. He met her 
eyes and nodded weakly. 

“But how— ?” she asked. 

“At any rate—” he said hastily, seek- 
ing some palliative phrase. ‘‘At any rate, 
if she gets him, this little world of yours— 
There will be no coming back for him, you 
know.” 

‘No coming back,” she said. 

“No coming back,” said Melville. 

‘But are you sure?” she doubted. 

—' Sure?” 

“That it is so?” 

“That desire is desire, and the deep the 
deep—yes.” 

“T never thought—” she began, and 
stopped. 

“Mr. Melville,” she said, ‘‘you know I 


don’t understand. I thought— I scarcely 
16 


242 THE SEA LADY 


know what I thought. I thought he 
was trivial and foolish to let his 
thoughts go wandering. I agree — I 
see your point—as to the difference 
in our effect upon him. But this —this 
suggestion that for him she may be 
something determining and final—. After 
all, she—” 

‘She is nothing,” he said. ‘She is the 
hand that takes hold of him, something that 
stands for things unseen.” 

‘What things unseen?” 

My cousin’ shrugged his shoulders. 
“Something we never find in life,” he said. 
‘‘ Something we are always seeking.” 

‘But what ?” she asked. 

Melville made no reply. She scrutinised 
his face for a time, and then looked out at 
the sunlight again. 

‘Do you want him back ?”’ he said. 

‘T don’t know.” 


‘Do you want him back?” 
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“I feel as though I had never wanted him 
before.” 

“And now ?” 

“Yes. . . . But—if he will not come 
back?” 

“He will not come back,” said Melville, 
‘for the work.” 

“T know.” 

“He will not come back for his self- 
respect—or any: of those things.” 

“ilo.” 

‘Those things, you know, are only fainter 
dreams. All the palace you have made for 
him isadream. But—” 

“Yes?” 

“He might come back—” he said, and 
looked at her and stopped. He tells me he 
had some vague intention of startling her, 
rousing her, wounding her to some display 
of romantic force, some insurgence of passion, 
that might yet win Chatteris back, and then 
in that moment, and like a blow, it came to 
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him how foolish such a fancy had been. 
There she stood, impenetrably herself, limited, 
intelligent, well-meaning, imitative, and 
powerless. Her pose, her face, suggested 
nothing but a clear and reasonable objection 
to all that had come to her, a critical 
antagonism, a steady opposition. And then, 
amazingly, she changed. She looked up, 
and suddenly held out both her hands, and 
there was something in her eyes that he had 
never seen before. 

Melville took her two hands mechanically, 
and for a second or so they stood looking 
with a sort of discovery into each other's 
eyes. 

“Tell him,” she said, with an astounding 
perfection of simplicity, “to come back to 
me. There can be no other thing than 
what I am. Tell him to come back 
to me!” 

“And—?” 

“Tell him ¢haz.” 
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‘“ Forgiveness ?” 

“No! Tell him I want him. If he will 
not come for that he will not come at all. If 
he will not come back for that ’—she halted 
for a moment—"I do not want him. No! 
I do not want him. He is not mine, and he 
may go.” 

His passive hold of her hands became 
a pressure. Then they dropped apart 
again. 3 

‘You are very good to help us,” she said 
as he turned to go. 

He looked at her. ‘You are very good 
to help me,” she said; and then: “Tell him 
whatever you like, if only he will come back 
to me!... No! Tell him what I have 
said.” He saw she had something more to 
say, and stopped. ‘‘ You know, Mr. Melville, 
all this is like a book newly opened to me. 
Are you sure—?” 

“Serer” 


“Sure of what you say—sure of what she. 
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is to him—sure that if he goes on he will—’” 
She stopped. 


He nodded. 
“Tt means—” she said, and stopped 
again. 


‘No adventure, no incident, but a going 
out from all that this life has to offer.” 

‘You mean,” she insisted, ‘‘ you mean— ?” 

“ Death,” said Melville starkly, and for a 
space both stood without a word. 

She winced, and remained looking into his 
eyes. Then she spoke again. 

“Mr. Melville, tell him to come back to 
me.” 

“And—?” 

‘Tell him to come back to me, or’— 
a sudden note of passion rang in her voice— 
“if I have no hold upon him, let him go his 
way.” 

‘“But—” said Melville. 

‘T know,” she cried, with her face set, ‘I 


know. But if he is mine he will come to 
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me, and if he is not— Let him dream his 
dream.” 

Her clenched hand tightened as she spoke. 
He saw in her face she would say no more, 
that she wanted urgently to leave it there. 
He turned again towards the staircase. He 
glanced at her and went down. 

As he looked up from the bend of the 
stairs she was still standing in the light. 

He was moved to proclaim himself in 
some manner her adherent, but he could 
think of nothing better than: ‘‘ Whatever | 
can do I will.” And so, after a curious 
pause, he departed, rather stumblingly, from 
her sight. 


IV 


AFTER this interview it was right and proper 
that Melville should have gone at once to 
Chatteris, but the course of events in this 
world does occasionally display a lamentable 
disregard for what is right and _ proper. 
Points of view were destined to crowd upon 
him that day—for the most part entirely un- 
sympathetic points of view. He found Mrs. 
Bunting in the company of a boldly trimmed 
bonnet in the hall, waiting, it became clear, 
to intercept him. 

As he descended, in a state of extreme 
preoccupation, the boldly trimmed bonnet 
revealed beneath it a white-faced, resolute 
person in a duster and sensible boots. This 
stranger, Mrs. Bunting made apparent, was 
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Lady Poynting Mallow, one of the more 
representative of the Chatteris aunts. Her 
ladyship made a few enquiries about Adeline 
with an eye that took Melville's measure, 
and then, after agreeing to a number of the 
things Mrs. Bunting had to advance, sug- 
gested that he should escort her back to her 
hotel. He was much too exercised with 
Adeline to discuss the proposal. ‘I walk,” 
she said. ‘And we go along the lower 
road.” 

He found himself walking. 

She remarked, as the Bunting door closed 
behind them, that it was always a comfort to 
have to do with a man; and there was a 
silence for a space. 

I don’t think at that time Melville com- 
pletely grasped the fact that he had a 
companion. But presently his medita- 
tions were disturbed by her voice. He 
started. 

‘“T beg your pardon,” he said. 
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“That Bunting woman is a Fool,” re- 
peated Lady Poynting Mallow. 

There was a slight interval for considera- 
tion. 

“She’s an old friend of mine,” said 
Melville. 

“Quite possibly,” said Lady Poynting 
Mallow. 

The position seemed a little awkward to 
Melville for a moment. He flicked a frag- 
ment of orange peel into the road. ‘I want 
to get to the bottom of all this,” said Lady 
Poynting Mallow. ‘Who zs this other 
woman ?” 

‘What other woman ?” 

“Tertium quid,” said Lady Poynting 
Mallow, with a luminous incorrectness. 

‘““Mermaid, I gather,” said Melville. 

“What’s the objection to her?” 

‘Ta 

“Fin and all?” 


“Complete.” 
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“You're sure of it?” 

‘Ceftain.” 

‘“How do you know?” 

“I’m certain,” repeated Melville with a 
quite unusual testiness. 

The lady reflected. 

“Well, there’s worse things in the world 
than a fishy tail,” she said at last. 

Melville saw no necessity for a reply. 
‘““H’m,” said Lady Poynting Mallow, appar- 
ently by way of comment on his silence, 
and for a space they went on. 

“That Glendower girl is a Fool too,” she 
added after a pause. 

My cousin opened his mouth and shut it 
again. How can one answer when ladies 
talk in this way? But if he did not answer, 
at any rate his preoccupation was gone. 
He was now acutely aware of the determined 
person at his side. 

‘She has means ?” she asked abruptly. 

“Miss Glendower ?” 
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“No. I know all about ser The 
other.” 

“The Mermaid?” 

“Yes, the Mermaid. Why not?” 

“Oh, she—. Very considerable means. 
Galleons, Phoenician treasure ships, wrecked 
frigates, submarine reefs—”’ 

“Well, ¢Zaz's all right. And now will you 
tell me, Mr. Melville, why shouldn’t Harry 
have her? What if she zs a Mermaid! It’s 
no worse than an American silver mine, and 
not nearly so raw and ill-bred.” 

“In the first place there’s his engage- 
ment—" 

“On, tate” 

‘And in the next there’s the Sea Lady.” 

“But I thought she—” 

“ She’s a mermaid.” 

“It’s no objection. So far as I can see, 
she'd make an excellent wife for him. And, 
as a matter of fact, down here she’d be able 
to help him in just the right way. The 
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member here—he’ll be fighting—this Sassoon 
man—makes a lot of capital out of Deep Sea 
Cables. Couldn’t be better. Harry could 
dish him easily. Zhad's all right... . Why 
shouldn't he have her?” 

She stuck her hands deeply into the 
pockets of her dust-coat, and a china-blue 
eye regarded Melville from under the brim 
of the boldly trimmed bonnet. 

“You understand clearly she is a properly 
constituted Mermaid with a real physical 
tail?” 

“Well?” said Lady Poynting Mallow. 

“Apart from any question of Miss 
Glendower—” 

‘That's understood.” 

“T think that such a marriage would be 
impossible.” 

“Why?” 

My cousin played round the question. 
‘“She’s an immortal, for example, with a 
Past.” 
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‘Simply makes her more interesting.” 

Melville tried to enter into her point of 
view. ‘You think,” he said, ‘‘she would 
go to London for him, and marry at St. 
George's, Hanover Square, and pay for a 
mansion in Park Lane, and visit just any- 
where he liked.” 

“That's precisely what she would do. 
Just now, with a Court that is waking 


up— 

“It’s precisely what she won't do,” said 
Melville. 

“But any woman would do it who had 
the chance.” 

‘‘She’s a mermaid.” 

‘“She’s a Fool,” said Lady Poynting 
Mallow. 

‘She doesn’t even mean to marry him; 
it doesn’t enter into her code.” 

“The Hussy! What does she mean?” 

My cousin made a_ gesture seaward. 
“That!” he said. ‘She’s a mermaid.” 
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“What?” 

‘Out Gere.” 

“Where?” 

“There!” 

Lady Poynting Mallow scanned the sea 
as though it were some curious new object. 
‘“Tt’s an amphibious outlook for the family,” 
she said after reflection. ‘‘ But even then— 
if she doesn’t care for society and it makes 
Harry happy—and perhaps after they are 
tired of—rusticating—"’ 

“T don’t think you fully realise she is a 
mermaid,” said Melville; ‘and Chatteris, 
you know, breathes air.” 

“That zs a difficulty,” admitted Lady 
Poynting Mallow, and studied the sunlit 
offing for a space. 

“T don’t see why it shouldn't be 
managed, for all that,” she considered after 
a pause. 

“Te can’t be,” said Melville with arid 
emphasis. 
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“She cares for him?” 

“She's come to feteh him.” 

“Tf she wants him badly he might make 
terms. In these affairs it’s always one or 
other has to do the buying. She’d have to 
marry—any how.” 

My cousin regarded her impenetrably 
satisfied face. 

“ He could have a yacht and a diving bell,” 
she suggested, ‘if she wanted him to visit 
her people.” 

“They are Pagan demigods, I believe, 
and live in some mythological way in the 
Mediterranean.” 

“Dear Harry’s a Pagan himself—so ¢hat 
doesn’t matter ; and as for being mythological 
—all good families are. He could even wear 
a diving dress if one could be found to suit 
him.” 

‘7 don’t think that anything of the sort is 
possible for a moment.” 

“Simply because you've never been a 
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woman in love,” said Lady Poynting Mallow 
with an air of vast experience. 

She continued the conversation. ‘‘If it’s 
sea-water she wants it would be quite 
easy to fit up a tank wherever they lived, 
and she could easily have a_ bath-chair 
like a sitz-bath on wheels. ... Really, 
Mr. Milvain—” 

“ Melville.” 

“Mr. Melville, I don’t see where your 
impossible comes in.” 

‘Have you seen the lady?” 

“Do you think I’ve been in Folkestone 
two days doing nothing?” 

“You don’t mean you've called on 
her.” 

‘Dear no! It’s Harry’s place to settle 
that. But I’ve seen her in her bath-chair on 
the Leas, and I’m certain I’ve never seen 
anyone who looked so worthy of dear Harry. 
Never /” 


“Well, well,” said Melville. ‘“ Apart from 
1] 
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any other considerations, you know, there's 
Miss Glendower.” 

“T’ve never regarded her as a suitable 
wife for Harry.” 

“Possibly not. Still—she exists.” 

‘So many people do,” said Lady Poynting 
Mallow. 

She evidently regarded that branch of the 
subject as dismissed. 

They pursued their way in silence. 

“What I wanted toask you, Mr. Milvain—” 

“ Melville.” 

“Mr. Melville, is just precisely where you | 
come into this business ? ” 

“Tm a friend of Miss Glendower.” 

‘Who wants him back.” 

‘“ Frankly—yes.” 

‘‘Tsn’t she devoted to him ?” 

‘‘T presume, as she’s engaged—” 

‘She ought to be devoted to him—yes. 
Well, why can’t she see that she ought to 
release him for his own good?” 
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‘She doesn’t see it’s for his good. Nor 
do I.” 

‘Simply an old-fashioned prejudice be- 
cause the woman's got a tail. Those old 
frumps at Wampach’s are quite of your 
opinion.” 

Melville shrugged his shoulders. 

‘And so I suppose you're going to bully 
and threaten on account of Miss Glendower. 
.. . You'll do no good.” 

‘‘May I ask what you are going to do?” 

‘“What a good aunt always does.” 

“ And that?” 

‘Let him do what he likes.” 

‘“ Suppose he wants to drown himself?” 

“My dear Mr. Milvain, Harry isn’t a 
Fool.” 

‘“T’ve told you she’s a mermaid.” 

‘Ten tres: ' 

A constrained silence fell between them. 

It became apparent they were near the 
Folkestone lift. 
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“You'll do no good,” said Lady Poynting 
Mallow. 

Melville’s escort concluded at the lift 
station. There the lady turned upon 
him. 

“Tm greatly obliged to you for coming, 
Mr. Milvain,” she said; ‘‘and very glad to 
hear your views of this matter. It’s a peculiar 
business, but I hope we're sensible people. 
You think over what I have said. As a 
friend of Harry’s. You ave a friend of 
Harry’s?” 

‘We've known each other some years.” 

“T feel sure you will come round to my 
point of view, sooner or later. It is so 
obviously the best thing for him.” 

‘There's Miss Glendower.” 

“If Miss Glendower is a womanly woman, 
she will be ready to make any sacrifice for 
his good.” 

And with that. they parted. 

In the course of another minute Melville 
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found himself on the side of the road opposite 
the lift station, regarding the ascending car. 
The boldly trimmed bonnet, vivid, erect, 
assertive, went gliding upward, a perfect 
embodiment of sound common-sense. His 
mind was lapsing once again into disorder ; 
he was stunned, as it were, by the vigour of 
her ladyship’s view. Could anyone not ab- 
solutely right be quite so clear and emphatic ? 
And if so, what became of all that oppression 
of foreboding, that sinister promise of an 
escape, that whisper of ‘other dreams,” 
that had dominated his mind only a short 
half-hour before ? 

He turned his face back to Sandgate, a 
theatre of warring doubts. Quite vividly he 
could see the Sea Lady as Lady Poynting 
Mallow saw her, as something pink and solid 
and smart and wealthy, and indeed quite 
abominably vulgar, and yet quite as vividly 
he recalled her as she had talked to him 
in the garden, her face of shadows, her 
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eyes of deep mystery, and the whisper 
that made all the world about him no 
more than a flimsy thin curtain before 
vague and wonderful and hitherto quite 
unsuspected things. 


V 


CHATTERIS was leaning against the railings. 
He started violently at Melville's hand upon 
his shoulder. They made awkward greet- 
ings. 

“The fact is,” said Melville, ‘““I—I have 
been asked to talk to you.” 

‘Don’t apologise,” said Chatteris. ‘I’m 
glad to have it out with someone.” 

There was a brief silence. 

They stood side by side—looking down 
upon the Harbour. Behind them the evening 
band played remotely, and the black little 
promenaders went to and fro under the tall 
electric lights. 1 think Chatteris decided to 
be very self-possessed at first, —a man of 


the world. 
£638 
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‘It’s a gorgeous night,” he said. 

‘‘Glorious,” said Melville, playing in the 
key set. 

He clicked his cutter on a cigar. ‘‘ There 
was something you wanted me to tell 
you—’ 

‘“T know all that,” said Chatteris, with 
the shoulder towards Melville becoming 
obtrusive. ‘I know everything.” 

‘You have seen and talked to her ?” 

‘« Several times.” 

There was perhaps a minute’s pause. 

“What are you going to do?” asked 
Melville. 

Chatteris made no answer, and Melville 
did not repeat his question. 

Presently Chatteris turned about. ‘“ Let’s 
walk,” he said, and they paced westward, 
side by side. 

He made a little speech. “I’m sorry to 
give everybody all this trouble,” he said with 
an air of having prepared his sentences; ‘1 
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suppose there is no question that I have 
behaved like an ass. [I am profoundly sorry. 
Largely it is my own fault. But you know 
—so far as the overt kick-up goes—there is 
a certain amount of blame attaches to our 
outspoken friend Mrs. Bunting.” 

“T’m afraid there is,” Melville admitted. 

‘You know there are times when one is 
under the necessity of having moods. It 
doesn't help them to drag them into general 
discussion.” 

“The mischief’s done.” 

“You know Adeline seems to have ob- 
jected to the presence of—this Sea Lady, at 
a very early stage. Mrs. Bunting overruled 
her. Afterwards when there was trouble 
she seems to have tried to make up for 
it.” 

“JT didn’t know Miss Glendower had 
objected.” 

‘She did. She seems to have seen— 
ahead.” - 
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Chatteris reflected. ‘Of course all that 
doesn’t excuse me in the least. But it’s a 
sort of excuse for your being dragged into 
this bother.” 

He said something less distinctly about a 
“stupid bother” and “ private affairs.” 

They found themselves drawing near the 
band and already on the outskirts of its terri- 
tory of votaries. Its cheerful rhythms became 
insistent. The canopy of the stand was a 
focus of bright light, music- stands and 
instruments sent out beams of reflected 
brilliance, and a luminous red conductor in 
the midst of the lantern guided the ratatoo- 
tat, ratatoo-tat of a popular air. Voices, 
detached fragments of conversation, came to 
our talkers and mingled oe with 
their thoughts. 

“T wouldn't ‘ave no truck wiv ‘im, not 
after thet,” said a young person to her friend. 

“Let's get out of this,” said Chatteris 
abruptly. 
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They turned aside from the high path of 
the Leas to the head of some steps that led 
down the declivity. In a few moments it 
was as if those imposing fronts of stucco, 
those many - windowed hotels, the electric 
lights on the tall masts, the band-stand and 
miscellaneous holiday British Public, had 
never existed. It is one of Folkestone’s best 
effects, that black quietness under the very 
feet of a crowd. They no longer heard the 
band even, only a remote suggestion of music 
filtered to them over the brow. The black- 
treed slopes fell from them to the surf below, 
and out at sea were the lights of many ships. 
Away to the westward like a swarm of fire- 
flles hung the lights of Hythe. The two 
men sat down on a vacant seat in the dim- 
ness. Fora time neither spoke. Chatteris 
impressed Melville with an air of being on 
the defensive. He murmured in a medi- 
tative undertone, ‘‘I wouldn't ’ave no truck 
wiv ’im, not after thet.” 
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“T will admit by every standard,” he 
said aloud, “that I have been  flappy 
and feeble and wrong. Very. In these 
things there is a prescribed and definite 
course. To hesitate, to have two points 
of view, is condemned by all right-think- 


ing people... . Still— one has the two 
points of view... . You have come up from 
Sandgate?” 

Yes.” 

‘“Did you see Miss Glendower ?” 

‘Niese 


‘Talked toher?. . . Isuppose—. What 
do you think of her?” 

His cigar glowed into an expectant bright- 
ness while Melville hesitated at his answer, 
and showed his eyes thoughtful upon Mel- 
ville’s face. 

“T’ve never thought her—” Melville 
sought more diplomatic phrasing. ‘I’ve 
never found her exceptionally attractive 
before. Handsome, you know, but not — 
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winning. But this time, she seemed .. . 
rather splendid.” 

‘‘ She is,” said Chatteris, ‘‘ she is.” 

He sat forward and began flicking 
imaginary ash from the end of his cigar. 

‘‘She zs splendid,” he admitted. ‘“ You— 
only begin to imagine. You don’t, my dear 
man, know that girl. She is not—quite—in 
your line. She is, I assure you, the 
straightest and cleanest and clearest human 
being I have ever met. She believes so 
firmly, she does right so simply, there is a 
sort of queenly benevolence, a sort of in- 
tegrity of benevolence—” 

He left the sentence unfinished, as though 
unfinished it completely expressed histhought. 

‘She wants you to go back to her,” said 
Melville bluntly. 

“1 know,” said Chatteris, and flicked again 
at that ghostly ash. ‘She has written that 
.... That’s just where her complete 
magnificence comes in. She doesn’t fence 
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and fool about, as the she-women do. She 
doesn’t squawk and say you've insulted me 
and everything’s at an end, and she doesn't 
squawk and say for God’s sake come back to 
me! Se doesn’t say she ‘ won’t ‘ave no truck 
wiv me, not after this.’ She writes—straight. 
I don’t believe, Melville, I half knew her 
until all this business came up. She comes 
out... . Before that, it was, as you said, 
and I quite perceive—I perceived all along 
—a little too—statistical.” 

He became meditative, and his cigar 
glow waned and presently vanished alto- 
gether. 

“You are going back ?” 

‘By Jove! Yes,” 

Melville stirred slightly, and then they 
both sat rigidly quiet for a space. Then 
abruptly Chatteris flung away his extinct 
cigar. He seemed to fling many other 
things away with that dim gesture. “Of 
course,” he said, “I shall go back. | 
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“Tt is not my fault,” he insisted, ‘that this 
trouble, this separation, has ever arisen. [| 
was moody, I was preoccupied I know— 
things had got into my head. But if I'd 
been left alone... . 

‘‘T have been forced into this position,” he 
summarised. 

“You understand,” said Melville, ‘‘that— 
though I think matters are undefined and 
distressing just now—I don’t attach blame— 
anywhere.” 

“You're open - minded,” said Chatteris. 
“That's just your way. And I can imagine 
how all this upset and discomfort distresses 
you. You're awfully good to keep so open- 
minded and not to make me an utter outcast, 
an ill-regulated disturber of the order of the 
world.” 

“Tt’s a distressing state of affairs,” said 
Melville. ‘‘But perhaps I understand the 
forces pulling at you — better than you 
imagine.” 
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‘They're very simple, I suppose.” 

Very 

“And yet—?” 

omy elle’ 

He seemed to hesitate at a dangerous 
topic. ‘The other,” he said. 

Melville’s silence bade him go on. 

He plunged from his prepared attitude. 
“What is it? Why should—this being— 
come into my life, as she has done, if it zs so 
simple? What is there about her, or me, 
that has pulled me so astray? She has, you 
know. Here we are at sixes and sevens! 
It’s not the situation, it’s the mental conflict. 
Why am I pulled about? She has got into 
my imagination. How? I haven't the 
remotest idea.” 

‘“ She’s beautiful,” meditated Melville. 

‘‘She’s beautiful, certainly. Butsois Miss 
Glendower.” 

‘‘She’s very beautiful. I’m not blind, 
Chatteris. She’s beautiful in a different way.” 
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“Yes, but that’s only the name for the 
effect. Why is she very beautiful?” 

Melville shrugged his shoulders. 

‘“She’s not beautiful to everyone.” 

“You mean ?” 

‘Bunting keeps calm.” 

“Oh—he— !” 

‘‘And other people don’t seem to see it— 
as I do.” 

‘“Some people seem to see no beauty at 
all, as we do. With emotion, that is.” 

“Why do we?” 

‘We see—finer.” 

“Do we? Is it finer? Why should it 
be finer to see beauty where it is fatal to 
us to see it? Why? Unless we are to 
believe there is no reason in things, why 
should this—impossibility be beautiful to 
anyone, anyhow? Put it as a matter of 
reason, Melville. Why should ser smile be 
SO sweet to me, why should er voice move 


me? Why hers and not Adeline’s? Adeline 
18 
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has straight eyes and clear eyes and fine 
eyes,—and all the difference there can be, 
what is it? An infinitesimal curving of 
the lid, -an infinitesimal difference in the 
lashes—and it shatters everything—in this 
way. Who could measure the difference, 
who could tell the quality that makes me 
swim in the sound of her voice? ... 
The difference? After all, it’s a visible 
thing, it’s a material thing! It’s in my 
eyes. By Jove!” he laughed abruptly. 
‘Imagine old Helmholtz trying to gauge 
it with a battery of resonators, or Spencer 
in the light of Evolution and the Environ- 
ment explaining it away!” 

‘These things are beyond measurement, ” 
said Melville. 

“Not if you measure them by their effect,” 
said Chatteris. ‘‘ And anyhow, why do they 
take us? That is the question I can’t get 
away from just now.” 

My cousin meditated, no doubt with his 
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hands deep in his trouser pockets. ‘It ts 
illusion,” he said. ‘It is a sort of glamour. 
After all, look at it squarely. What is she? 
What can she give you? She promises you 
vague somethings. . . . She is a snare, she 
is deception. She is the beautiful mask—” 
He hesitated. 

“Yes 2?” said Chatteris after a pause. 

‘She is—for you and all the realities of 
life, she means—”’ 

Yes” 

Te IGS. 

“Ves,” said Chatters: ‘T know.” 

And then again, ‘I know. 

‘There is nothing for me to learn about 
that,” he said. ‘But why—why should the 
mask of death be beautiful? After all— 

. We get our duty by good hard 
reasoning? Why should reason and justice 
carry everything? Perhaps, after all, there 
are things beyond our reason; perhaps, after 
all, Desire has a claim on us?” 
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He stopped interrogatively, and Melville 
was profound. ‘I think,” said my cousin at 
last, ‘‘ Desire Zas aclaim on us. Beauty at 
any rate— 

‘T mean,” he explained, ‘‘we are human 
beings. We are matter with minds growing 
out of ourselves. We reach downward 
into the beautiful wonderland of matter, and 


9) 


upward to something—.” He stopped, from 
sheer dissatisfaction with the image. ‘In 
another direction, anyhow,” he tried feebly. 
He jumped at something that was not quite 
his meaning. ‘Man is a sort of half-way 
house—he must compromise.” 

“As you do?” 

“Well. Yes. I try to strike a balance.” 

‘A few old engravings,—good I suppose 
—a little luxury in furniture and flowers, a 
few things that come within your means, 
Art—in moderation, and a few kindly acts 
of the pleasanter sort, a certain respect for 
truth, Duty—also in moderation. Eh? It’s 
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just that even balance that I cannot contrive. 
I cannot sit down to the oatmeal of this 
daily life and wash it down with a temperate 
draught of Beauty and water. Art!... 
I suppose I’m voracious, I’m one of the 
unfit—for the civilised stage. I’ve sat down 
once, I’ve sat down twice, to perfectly sane, 
secure, and reasonable things. . .. It’s not 
my way.” 

He repeated, “It’s not my way.” 

Melville, I think, said nothing tothat. He 
was distracted from the immediate topic by 
the discussion of his own way of living. He 
was lost in egotistical comparisons. No 
doubt he was on the verge of saying, as 
most of us would have been under the 
circumstances: ‘I don’t think you quite 
understand my position.” 

‘But, after all! what is the good of talking 
in this way ?”’ exclaimed Chatteris abruptly. 
‘“T am simply trying to elevate the whole 
business by dragging in these wider questions. 
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It’s justification, when I didn’t mean to 
justify. I have to choose between life 
with Adeline and this Woman out of the 
Sea.” 

‘Who is death.” 

‘How do I know she is death ?” 

“But you said you had made your 
choice!” 

“ T have.” 

He seemed to recollect. 

‘‘T have,” he corroborated. ‘I told you. 
I am going back to see Miss Glendower 
to-morrow. 

“Yes.” He recalled further portions of 
what I believe was some prepared and 
ready-phrased decision—some decision from 
which the conversation had drifted. ‘The 
plain and simple fact is this, the need of my 
life is discipline, the habit of persistence, of 
ignoring side issues and wandering thoughts. 
Discipline !” 

‘And Work.” 
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“Work, if you like to put it so; it’s the 
same thing. The trouble so far has been, | 
haven’t worked hard enough. I’ve stopped 
to speak to the woman by the wayside. 
I’ve paltered with compromise, and the other 
thing has caught me... . I’ve got to 
renounce it, that is all.” 

“Tt isn’t that your work is contempt- 
ible.” 

“By Jove! No. It’s—arduous. It has 
its dusty moments. There are places 
to climb that are not only steep but 
muddy—” 

“The world wants leaders. It gives a 
man of your class a great deal. Leisure. 
Honour. Training and_ high _ tradi- 
titer...” 

‘And it expects something back. I know. 
I am wrong—have been wrong, anyhow. 
This dream has taken me wonderfully. And 
I must renounce it. After all, it is not so 
much—to renounce a dream. It’s no more 
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than deciding to live. There are big things 
in the world for men to do.” 

Melville produced an elaborate conceit. 
“If there is no Venus Anadyomene,” he 
said, ‘‘there is Michael and his Sword.” 

“The stern angel in armour! But 
then he had a good palpable dragon to 
slash, and not his own Desires. And 
our way nowadays is to arrange a deal 
with the dragons somehow, raise the 
Minimum Wage and get a better Housing 
for the Working Classes by hook or by 
crook,—give as much as we get.” 

Melville does not think that was a fair 
treatment of his suggestion. 

“No,” said Chatteris, “I’ve no doubt 
about the choice. I’m going to fall in—with 
the species; I’m going to take my place in - 
the ranks in that great battle for the future 
which is the meaning of life. I want a 
moral cold bath, and I mean to take one. 
This lax dalliance with dreams and desires 
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must end, I will make a time-table for my 
hours and a rule for my life, I will entangle 
my honour in controversies, I will give myself 
to Service, as a man should do. Clean- 
handed work, struggle and performance.” 

“And there is Miss Glendower, you 
know.” 

“Rather!” said Chatteris, with a faint 
touch of insincerity. ‘Tall and straight- 
eyed and capable. By Jove! if there’s to 
be no Venus Anadyomene, at any rate there 
will be Pallas Athene. It is she who plays 
the reconciler.” 

And then, to Melville’s amazement, he said 
these words: ‘‘/¢ won't be so bad, you know.” 

Melville restrainea a movement of im- 
patience, he tells me, at that. 

Then Chatteris, he says, broke into a 
sort of speech. ‘The case is tried,’ he 
said, ‘‘the judgment has been given. I 
am that I am. I’ve been through it all 
and worked it out. I am a man and | 
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must go a man’s way. There is Desire, 
the light and guide of the world, a beacon 
on a headland blazing out. Let it burn! 
Let it burn! The road runs near it and 
by it—and past... . I’ve made my choice. 
I’ve got to be a man, I’ve got to live a 
man and die a man and carry the bur- 
then of my class and time. There it is! 
I’ve had the Dream, but you see I keep 
hold of reason. Here, with the flame 
burning I renounce it. I make my 
choice. . . . Renunciation! Always—re- 
nunciation! That is life for all of us. We 
have desires, only to deny them, senses 
that we all must starve. We can live 
only as a part of ourselves. Why should 
I be exempt? For me she is evil. For 
me she is death... . 

“Only, why have I seen her face? Why 


9 


have I heard her voice? ... 


VI 


Tuey walked out of the shadows and 
up a long sloping path until Sandgate, 
as a little line of lights, came into view 
below. Presently they came out upon the 
brow and walked together (the band play- 
ing with a remote and sweetened indis- 
tinctness far away behind them) towards 
the cliff at the end. They stood for a 
little while in silence looking down. Mel- 
ville made a guess at his companion's 
thoughts. 

“Why not come down to-night?” he 
asked. 

“On a night like this!” Chatteris turned 
about suddenly and regarded the moonlight 
and the sea. He stood quite still for a space, 
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and that cold white radiance gave an illusory 
strength and decision to his face. ‘ No,” 
he said at last, and the word was almost a 
sigh, 

‘Go down to the girl below there? End 
the thing. She will be there, thinking of 
you—” 

“No,” said Chatteris, ‘‘ No.” 

“It’s not ten yet,” Melville tried again. 

Chatteris thought. ‘‘No,” he answered, 
“not to-night. To-morrow, in the light of 
every-day. 

‘““T want a good grey honest day,” he 
said, ‘with a south-west wind... . 
These still soft nights! How can you 
expect me to do anything of that sort, 
to-night?” 

And then he murmured as though he 
found the word a satisfying word to repeat, 
‘“‘ Renunciation. 

‘By Jove!” he said with the most astonish- 
ing transition, “but this is a night out of 
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fairyland! Look at the lights of those 
windows below there and then up—up into 
this enormous blue of sky. And there, as 
though it was fainting in this excess of 
moonlight—shines one star.” 


CHAPTER THE EIGHTH 


MOONSHINE TRIUMPHANT 


I 


UST precisely what happened after that 
has been the most impossible thing to 
disinter. I have given all the things 

that Melville remembered were said, I have 
linked them into a conversation and checked 
them by my cousin’s after-thoughts, and finally 
I have read the whole thing over to him. 
It is of course no verbatim rendering, but it 
is, he says, closely after the manner of their 
talk ; the gist was that, and things of that sort 
were said. And when he left Chatteris he 
fully believed the final and conclusive thing 
was said. And then he says it came into 
his head that, apart from and outside this 
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settlement, there still remained a tangible 
reality capable of action—the Sea Lady. 
What was she going to do? The thought 
toppled him back in a web of perplexities 
again. It carried him back in a state of 
inconclusive interrogation past Lummidge’s 
Hotel. 

The two men had gone back to the J/étro- 
pole and had parted with a firm handclasp 
outside the glare of the big doorway. Chat- 
teris went straight in, Melville fancies, but 
he is not sure. I understand Melville had 
some private thinking to do on his own 
account, and I conceive him walking away 
in a state of profound preoccupation. A(fter- 
wards, when the fact that the Sea Lady 
was not to be abolished by Renunciations 
cropped up in his mind, he passed back 
along the Leas as I have said. His incon- 
clusive interrogations elicited at the utmost 
that Lummidge’s Private and Family Hotel 
is singularly like any other hotel of its class. 
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Its windows told no secrets. And there 
Melville’s narrative ends. 

With that my circumstantial record neces- 
sarily comes to an end also. There are 
sources, of course, and glimpses. Parker 
refuses, unhappily—as I explained. The 
chief of these sources are, firstly, Gooch, the 
valet employed by Chatteris; and, secondly, 
the hall porter of Lummidge’s Private and 
Family Hotel. 

The valet’s evidence is precise, but has an 
air of being irrelevant. He witnesses that 
at a quarter past eleven he went up to ask 
Chatteris if there was anything more to do 
that night, and found him seated in an 
arm-chair before the open window, with his 
chin upon his hands, staring at nothing— 
which, indeed, as Schopenhauer observes in 
his crowning passage, is the whole of human 
life. 

“More to do ?” said Chatteris. 

“Yessir,” said the valet. 
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‘“ Nothing,” said Chatteris, ‘absolutely 
nothing.” And the valet, finding this answer 
quite satisfactory, wished him good-night and 
departed. 

Probably Chatteris remained in this atti- 
tude for a considerable time—half an hour, 
perhaps, or more. Slowly, it would seem, 
his mood underwent a change. At some 
definite moment it must have been that his 
lethargic meditation gave way to a strange 
activity, to a sort of hysterical reaction 
against his resolves and_ renunciations. 
His first action seems to me_ grotesque 
—and grotesquely pathetic. He went into 
his dressing-room, and in the morning ‘his 
clo’es,” said the valet, ‘‘was shied about as 
though ’e’d lost a ticket.” This poor wor- 
shipper of beauty and the dream—shaved! 
He shaved and washed and he brushed his 
hair, and, so his valet testifies, one of the 
brushes got ‘shied’ behind the bed. Even 


this throwing about of brushes seems to me 
19 
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to do little or nothing to palliate his poor 
human preoccupation with the toilette. He 
changed his grey flannels— which suited 
him very well—for his white ones, which 
suited him extremely. He must deliber- 
ately and conscientiously have made him- 
self quite ‘lovely,’ as a schoolgirl would 
have put it. 

And having capped his great ‘“ Renuncia- 
tion” by these proceedings, he seems to have 
gone straight to Lummidge’s Private and 
Family Hotel and demanded to see the Sea 
Lady. 

She had retired. 

This came from Parker, and was delivered 
in a chilling manner by the hall porter. 

Chatteris swore at the hall porter. ‘Tell 
her I’m here,” he said. 

‘‘She’s retired,” said the hall porter with 
official severity. 

“Will you tell her I’m here?” said Chat- 
teris, suddenly white. 
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‘What name, Sir?” said the hall porter, 
in order, as he explains, ‘‘ to avoid a frackass,” 

‘Chatteris. Tell her I must see her now. 
Do you hear,—zow ?”’ 

The hall porter went up to Parker, and 
came half-way back. He wished to good- 
ness he was not a hall porter. The manager 
had gone out—it was a stagnant hour. He 
decided to try Parker again; he raised his 
voice as he spoke to her. 

The Sea Lady called to Parker from the 
inner room. There was an interval of 
tension. 

I gather the Sea Lady put on a loose 
wrap, and the faithful Parker either carried 
her or sufficiently helped her from her bed- 
room to the couch in the little sitting-room. 
In the meanwhile the hall porter hovered on 
the stairs, praying for the manager—prayers 
that went unanswered—and Chatteris fumed 


below. Then we have a glimpse of the Sea 
Lady. 
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‘“T see her just in the crack of the door,” 
said the porter, “as that maid of hers opened 
it. She was raised up on her hands, and 
turned so towards the door. Looking exactly 
like this—” 

And the hall porter, who has an Irish 
type of face, short nose, long upper lip, and 
all the rest of it, and who has further 
neglected his dentist, projected his face sud- 
denly, opened his eyes very wide, and slowly 
curved his mouth into a fixed smile, and so 
remained until he judged the effect on me 
was complete. 

Parker, a little flushed, but resolutely 
flattening everything to the quality of the 
commonplace, emerged upon him suddenly. 
Miss Waters could see Mr. Chatteris for a 
few minutes. She was emphatic with the 
‘“Miss Waters,” the more emphatic for all the 
insurgent stress of the goddess, protestingly 
emphatic. And Chatteris went up, white 
and resolved, to that smiling expectant 
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presence. No one witnessed their meeting 
but Parker—assuredly Parker could not 
resist seeing that, but Parker is silent— 
Parker preserves a silence that rubies could 
not break. 

All I know is this much from the 
porter : 

‘When I said she was up there and 
would see him,” he says, ‘‘the way he 
rooshed up was outrageous. This is a 
Private Family Hotel. Of course one sees 
things at times even here, but— 

‘“T couldn’t find the manager to tell ‘im,” 
said the hall porter. ‘‘And what was / 
authorised to do ? 

“For a bit they talked with the door 
open, and then it was shut. That maid of 
hers did it—TI lay.” 

I asked an ignoble question. 

‘“Couldn’t ketch a word,” said the hall 
porter. ‘‘ Dropped to whispers—instanter.” 


IT 


AND afterwards— 

It was within ten minutes of one that 
Parker, conferring an amount of decorum 
on the request beyond the power of . 
any other living being, descended to 
demand — of all conceivable things — the 
bath-chair! 

‘“T got" 16, 


dD 


said the hall porter with 
inimitable profundity. 

And then, having let me realise the 
fulness of that, he said, ‘‘They never used 
1 

‘No? 

‘No! He carried her down in his arms.” 

“And out?” 

“And out!” 
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He was difficult to follow in his description 
of the Sea Lady. She wore her wrap, it 
seems, and she was “like a statue ’"—what- 
ever he may have meant by that. Certainly 
not that she was impassive. ‘Only,’ said 
the porter, ‘‘she was alive.” One arm was 
bare, I know, and her hair was down, a 
tossing mass of gold. 

‘He looked, you know, like a man who's 
screwed himself up. 

‘‘She had one hand holding his hair—yes, 
holding his hair, with her fingers in among 
BS hou: 
‘‘And when she see my face she threw her 
head back, laughing at me. 

‘As much as to say, ‘ Got ‘im!’ 

‘Laughed at me, she did. Bubblin’ over.” 

I stood for a moment conceiving this 
extraordinary picture. Then a _ question 
occurred to me. 

“Did ke laugh?” I asked. 

‘Gord bless you, Sir—laugh! Vo/” 


II] 


Tue definite story ends in the warm light 
outside Lummidge’s Private and Family 
Hotel. One sees that bright solitude of the 
Leas stretching white and blank—deserted 
as only a seaside front in the small hours can 
be deserted—and all its electric light ablaze. 
And then the dark line of the edge where 
the cliff drops down to the under-cliff and sea. 
And beyond, moonlit, the Channel and its 
incessant ships. Outside the front of the 
hotel, which is one of a great array of pallid 
white facades, stands this little black figure 
of a hall porter, staring stupidly into the 
warm and luminous mystery of the night 
that has swallowed Sea Lady and Chatteris 
together. And he is the sole living thing in 


the picture. 
206 
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There is a little shelter set in the brow of 
the Leas wherein, during the winter season, 
a string band plays. Close by there are 
steps that go down precipitously to the 
Lower Road below. Down these it must 
have been they went together, hastening 
downward out of this life of ours to unknown 
and inconceivable things. So it is I seem to 
see them ; and surely, though he was not ina 
laughing mood, there was now no doubt nor 
resignation in his face. Assuredly now he 
had found himself, for a time at least he was 
sure of himself, and that at least cannot be 
misery, though it lead straight through a few 
swift strides to death. 

They went down through the soft moon- 
light, tall and white and splendid, interlocked, 
with his arms about her, his brow to her 
white shoulder and her hair about his face. 
And she, I suppose, smiled above him and 
caressed him and whispered to him. Fora 
moment they must have glowed under the 
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warm light of the lamp that is half-way 
down the steps there, and then the shadows 
closed about them. He must have crossed 
the road with her, through the laced moon- 
light of the tree shadows, and through the 
shrubs and bushes of the under-cliff, into the 
shadeless moon glare of the beach. There 
was no one to see that last descent, to tell 
whether for a moment he looked back 
before he waded into the phosphorescence, 
and for a little swam with her, and pres- 
ently swam no longer, and so was no more 
to be seen by anyone in this grey world ~ 
of men. 

Did he look back, I wonder? They swam 
together for a little while, the man and the 
sea goddess who had come for him, with 
the sky above them and the water about 
them all, warmly filled with the moonlight 
and the glamour of phosphorescent things. 
It was no time for him to think of truth, 
nor of the honest duties he had left behind 
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him, as they swam together into the un- 
known. And of the end I can only guess 
and dream. Did there come a sudden 
horror upon him at the last, a sudden 
perception of infinite error, and was he 
drawn down, swiftly and terribly, a bubbling 
repentance, into those unknown deeps? 
Or was she tender and wonderful to the 
last, and did she wrap her arms about 
him and draw him down, down until the 
soft waters closed above him, down into a 
gentle ecstasy of death ? 

Into these things we cannot pry or follow, 
and on the margin of the softly breathing 
water the story of Chatteris must end. For 
the tailpiece to that let us put that policeman 
who in the small hours before dawn came 
upon the wrap the Sea Lady had been 
wearing, just as the tide overtook it. It was 
not the sort of garment low people some- 
times throw away—it was a soft and costly 
wrap. [ seem to see him perplexed and 
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dubious, wrap in charge over his arm and 
lantern in hand, scanning first the white 
beach and black bushes behind him and then 
staring out to sea. It was the inexplicable 
abandonment of a thoroughly comfortable 
and desirable thing. 

“What are people up to?” one figures 
him asking, this simple citizen of a plain 
and obvious world. ‘What do such things 
mean? 

“To throw away such an_ excellent 
wrap. ..!” 

In all the southward heaven there were 
only a planet and the sinking moon, and 
from his feet a path of quivering light must 
have started and ran up to the extreme dark 
edge before him of the sky. Ever and again 
the darkness east and west of that glory 
would be lit by a momentary gleam of phos- 
phorescence ; and far out the lights of ships 
were shining bright and yellow. Across its 
shimmer a black fishing smack was gliding 


MOONSHINE TRIUMPHANT 301 


out of mystery into mystery. Dungeness 
shone from the west a pin-point of red 
light, and in the east the tireless glare of 
that great beacon on Gris-nez wheeled 
athwart the sky and vanished and came 
again. 

I picture the interrogation of his lantern 
going out for a little way, a stain of faint 
pink curiosity upon the mysterious vast 
serenity of night. 


THE END 
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MIND. With ro Illustrations. Zhird 
Edition. Demy 8&vo. 75. 6d. net. 

Coast (W. G.), B.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN VERGIL. C>». 8v0. 2s. 

See Little Blue Books. 

Cobb (W. F.), M.A. THE BOOK OF 
PSALMS: withaCommentary. Dewzy vo. 
ros. 6a. net. 

Coleridge (S. T.).§ POEMS OF. Selected 
and Arranged by ArkTHUR Symons. With 
a photogravure Frontispiece. cag. 8vo. 
2s. 6a. net. 

Collingwood (W. G.), M.A. THE LIFE 
OF JOHN RUSKIN. With Portraits. 
Strth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. net. 

Collins (W. E.), M.A. See Churchman’s 
Library. 

Colonna. HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLI- 
PHILI UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO- 
RAT. Au edition limited to 350 copies on 
handmade paper. Fodio. £3, 38. net. 

Combe (William). See I.P.L. 

Conrad (Joseph) THE MIRROR OF 
THE SEA: Memories and Impressions. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Cook (A. M.), M.A., and Marchant (C. E.), 
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Selected from Greek 
and Latin Literature. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8v0. 35. 6a. 

LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRE ION, Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
1s. 6d. 

Cooke-Taylor(R. W.). THE FACTORY 
SYSTEM. C>r. 8v0. 2s. 6d. 

Corelli (Marie). THE PASSING OF THE 
GREAT QUEEN. Second Ed. Feap. ato. 1s. 

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Cy». gto. 15. 

Corkran (Alice). See Little Books on Art. 

Cotes (Everard). SIGNS AND POR- 
TENTS IN THE FAR EAST. With 24 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 

Cotes (Rosemary), DANTE’S GARDEN. 
With a Frontispiece. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 25. 6d.; leather, 35. 6d. net. 


BIBLE FLOWERS. With a Frontispiece 
and Plan. Fcag. 8vo. 25. 6d. net. 

Cowley (AN ila See Little Library. 

Cowper (William), THE POEMS OF. 
edited with an Introduction and Notes by 
J. C. Baitey, M.A. Illustrated, including 
two unpublished designs by WiLLiAM 
BLAKE. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. net. : 

Cox (J. Charles), LL.D., F.S.A. See Little 
Guides, The Antiquary’s Books, and Ancient 
Cities. 

Cox (Harold), BA., M.P. LAND 
NATIONALISATION AND LAND 
TAXATION. Second Edition revised. 
Cr. 8v0. 35. 6a. net. 

Crabbe (George). See Little Library. 

Craigie(W. A.). A PRIMER OF BURNS. 
Cr. 8vo. 25. 6a. - 

Craik (Mrs.). See Little Library. _ 

Crane (Capt. C. P.). See Little Guides. 

Crashaw (Richard). See Little Library. 

Crawford (F. G.). See Mary C. Danson. 

Crofts (T. R. N.), M.A. See Simplified 
French Texts. 

Cross (J. A.), M.A. THE FAITH OF 
THE BIBLE. F caf. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. 
Cruikshank(G.). THE LOVING BAL- 
LAD OF LORD BATEMAN. With xu 

Plates. Cv». 1670. 15. 6d. net. 

Cunliffe (Sir F. H. E.), Fellow of All Souls’ 
College, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF 
THE BOER WAR. With many Iilus- 
trations, Plans, and Portraits. J 2 wols. 
Quarto. 158. each. 

Crump (B.). See Wagner. 
Cunynghame(H. ),C.B., See Connoisseur’s 
Library. ; 
Cutts(E. L.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 
Daniell (G. W.), M.A. See Leaders of 

Religion. ; 

Danson (Mary C.) and Crawford (F. G.). 
FATHERS IN THE FAITH. caf. 
8vo. 15. 6d. 

Dante. LA COMMEDIA DI DANTE. 
The Italian Text edited by PaGET TovNBEE, 
M.A., D.Litt. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 
Translated into Spenserian Prose by C. 
GORDON WriGcnt. With the Italian text. 
Fecap. 8vo. 258. 6d. net. 

See also Paget Toynbee, Little Library, 
Standard Library, and Warren-Vernon. 

Darley (George). See Little Library. 

D’Arcy (R. F.), M.A. A NEW TRIGON- 
OMETRY FOR BEGINNERS. With 
nuinerous diagrams. Cyr. Sve. 2s. 6d. 

Davenport (Cyril). See Connoisseur’s 
Library and Little Books on Art. 

Davey (Richard). THE PAGEANT OF 

sONDON- With 40 Illustrations in 
Colour by JonNn FuLLEyLOVE, R.I. Jn Two 
Volumes. Demy 8vo. 15s. net. 

Davis (H. W. C.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor 
of Balliol College, Author of ‘ Charlemagne.’ 
ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS 
AND ANGEVINS: 1066-1272. With Maps 
and Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. net. 

Dawson (Nelson). See Connoisseur’s Library, 
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ueyeen (Mrs. N.). See Little Books on 

t 

Deane (A. C.). See Little Library 

Dearmer (Mabel). A CHILD'S LIFE OF 
CHRIST. With 8 Illustrations in Colour 
by E. ForTescve-BrickDaLg. Large Cr. 


80. 6s. 
THE METRIC SYSTEM. 


Delbos (Leon). 
Cr. 8v0. 2s. 

Demosthenes. AGAINST CONON AND 
CALLICLES. Edited by F. Darwin | 
Swirt, M.A. TJhird Edttion. cap. 
8v0o. 25. 

Dickens (Charles). See Little Library, 
I. P.L., and Chesterton. 

Oe (Emily) POEMS. Cr. 8vo. 

Dickinson (G. L.), M.A., Fellow of King’s 


College, Cambridge. THE GREEK 
VIEW OF LIFE. Ft/th Edition. Cr. 


. 6d. 
Dickson (H. N.). F.R.Met. Soc. 
METEOROLOGY. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 


2s. : 
Dilke (Lady), Bulley (Miss), and Whitley 
(Miss) WOMEN'S WORK. Cr. 8ve. 


2s. 6d. 

Dillon (Edward). See Connoisseur’s Library 
and Little Books on Art. 
Ditchficld (P. H.), M.A., F.S.A. THE 

STORY OF OUR ENGLISH TOWNS. 
With an Introduction by AuGustus 
gssorr,D.D. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo0. 6s. 
OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 
the Present Time Cr. 8zvo0. 6s. 
ENGLISH VILLAGES. pitas Second 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. 

THE OLD PARISH CLERK. With 30 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 
Dixon (W. M.), M.A. A PRIMER OF 

TENNYSON. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 


2s. 6d. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 
a ING. Second Edition. Cr. 820. 
25. 

Doney (May). SONGS OF THE REAL. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. 62a. ne 

A volume of poems. 
DO Ue re James) THE MAN IN THE 
Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. net. 

Dowden (J.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin- 
burgh. See Churchman's Library. 

Drage(G.). See Books on Business, 

Driver(S. R.), D.D., D.C.L., Canon of Christ 
Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the 
University of Oxford. SERMONS ON 
SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. 8re. 6s. 

See also Westminster Commentaries. 

Dry (Wakeling). See Little Guides. 

Dryhurst (A. R.). See Little Books on Art. 

Duguid (Charles). See Books on Business. 

Dumas (Alexander), MY MEMOIRS. 
Translated by E. M. Warcer. With Por- 
traits. Jn Six Volwates. Cr. 800. 65. each. 
Volume I. 
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Dunn (J. T)., D.Sc., and Mundella(V. A.). 
SENERALELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 
With 134 a ii Second Edition. 
Cr. Bro. 

Dunstan (A. E i B.Sc. See Junior School 
Books and Textbooks of Science. 

Durham (The Earl of). A REPORT ON 
CANADA. With a Introductory Note. 
Demy 8v0. 4s. 6d, 0 

Dutt(W. A.). THE NORFCLK BROADS. 
With coloured viuezapops by Frank 
SoutTHGoats. Cr. 8 

WILD LIFE IN EAST CNGLIA. With 
36 Illustrations in colour by Frank Sout: 
GATE, R.B.A. Second Edition. Demy 
8vo. 75. 6d. net. 

See also Little Guides. 

Earle(John), Bishop of Salisbury. MICRO- 
COSMOGRAPHIE, or A PIECE OF 
THE WORLD DISCOVERED. Pest 
16mo. 25 et. 

Edmonds (Major J. E.). See W. B. Wood. 

Edwards (Clement), M.P. RAILWAY 
NATIONALIZATION. pete Edition 
Revised. Crown 8vo. as. 6d. 

Edwards (W. Douglas). See Connabeaad 
Series, 

Egan one See 1.P.L. 

Egerton (H. £.), M.A. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. New 
and Cheaper Issue. Dems Aap 8. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is a ublished. 

Ellaby (C. G.). See Lictiert uides. 

Ellerton(F.G.). SeeS. J. Stone. 

Ellwood (Thomas), THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF. Edited by C. G. Crump, 
M.A. Cr. 820. 6s. 

Epictetus. See Aurelius 

Erasmus. A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIANI, 
and in English the Manual of the Christian 
Knight. 

From the edition printed by — de 
Worde, 1533. Feap. 8vo. 35. 6d. ne 

Fairbrother(W. H.), of A.. THE PIIILO- 

SOPHY OF T. H. a Second 


Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
Farrer (Reginald). ate eee OF 


ASIA. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 

Fea (Allan). SOME BEAUTIES OF THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. With 
82 Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy 
Er, tas. bet. mel. 

FELISSA; OR, THE LIFE AND 


OPINIONS OF A KITTEN OF SENTI- 
MENT. With 12 Coloured Plates. Fost 
16900. 25. 6d. net. 
Ferrier (Susan\. See Little Library. 
Fidler (T. Claxton), M.Inst. C.E 


Books on Business. 
Flelding pionsy) See Standard Library. 
Finn (S. W.), M.A. See Junior Examination 


Series. 


Firth (J. B.). 


See 


See Little Guides. 

Firth (C. H.) M.A. CROMWELL'S 
ARMY: A History of the English Soldier 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, 
and the Protectorate. Cr. 80. 6s. 
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Fisher (G. W.), M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. Illustrated. 
Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

FitzGerald (Edward). ,THE RUBAIYAT 
OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Printed from 
the Fifth and last Edition. With a Com- 
mentary by Mrs. STEPHEN Batson, and a 
Biography of Omar by E. D. Ross. Cr. 
8zo. 6s. Seealso Migs iauire Library. 

Bh er art P.). A CONCISE HAND- 

BOOK OF CLIMBERS, TWINERS, 
AND WALL SHRUBS. Illustrated. 
Feap. 8vo0. 35. a net. 
Pee atrick (S. A. O.). See Ancient Cities. 
er (W. H.), M.A. , D.C. L., Headmaster 
se the Dean Close School, *Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENT'S PRAYER BOOK. 
THe Text oF MorninG AND EVENING 
PRAYER AND Litany. With an Introduc- 
tion and Notes. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. 

Flux (A. W.), M.A., William Dow Professor 
of Political Economy i in M‘Gill University, 
Montreal. ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES. 
Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 

Fortescue(Mrs. G.). See Little Books on Art. 

Fraser (David) A MODERN CAM- 
PAIGN; OR, WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Fraser (J. F..) ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. With roo Illustrations. 
Fourth Edition Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

French (W.), M.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Freudenreich (Ed. von) DAIRY BAC- 
TERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for the 
Use of Students. Translated by J. R 
AInsworTH Davis, M.A. Second Edition. 
Revised. Cyr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

rae (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman’s 


Gallaher (D.) and Stead (D. W.). THE 
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER, 
ON THE NEW ZEALAND SYSTEM. 
With an Account of the Tour of the New 
Zealanders in England. With 35 Illustra- 
pops: Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. 


Gallichan (W. M.). See Little Guides. 

Gambado (Geoffrey, Esg.). See I.P.L. 

Gaskell (Mrs.). See Little Library and 
Standard Library. 

Gasquet, the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See 
Antiquary’s Books. 

George(H.B.), M.A., Fellow of New College, 
Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS. 
TORY. With numerous Plans. Fourth 
Edition. Revised, with a new Chapter 
ere the South African War. Cr. Svo. 


A HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8vo0. 3s. 6d. 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND:  HISTORI. 
CAL OUTLINES. With 5 Maps. Fourth 
Edition. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. 


MEsSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE 


THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. TJ7wel/th Edition. Revised. 
With Maps and Plans. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

See also Commercial Series and R. A. 
Hadfield. 

Gibbon (Edward). THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
zoe with Notes, Appendices, and Maps, 

by J. B. Bury, M.A., Litt.D., Regius Pro- 
foo of Greek at Cambridge. In Seven 
Volumes. Domes sa Gilt top, 8s.6d. each. 
Also, Cr. 8vo. ach, 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT- 
INGS. Edited by G. Birxseck HILL, 
LL.D Cm». 8vo. 6s. 

See also Standard Library. 


Gibson (BE. C. S.), D.D., Lord Bishop of 
Gloucester. See Westminster Commentaries, 
Handbooks of Theology, and Oxford Bio- 
graphies, 

Gilbert (A. R.). See Little Books on Art. 

ies. a ) and Wyatt (Kate M.). A 

BOO OF ENGLISH _ GARDENS. 
With. 24 Illustrations in Colour. 
8zo. 108. 6d. net. 

Godfrey (Elizabeth). A BOOK OF RE-.- 
MEMBRANCE. Edited by. Fcaf. 8vo. 
2s. 6d. net. 

Godley (A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA. 
Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 25s. 6d. 

VERSES TO ORDER. Second L£dition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

SECOND STRINGS. Feap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Goldsmith (Oliver) THE VICAR OF 
WAKEFIELD. Fcag. 320. With 10 
Plates in Photogravure by Tony Johannot. 
Leather, 2s. 6d. net. 

See also 1.P.L. and Standard Library. 


Goodrich-Freer (A.)}. IN A SYRIAN 

SADDLE. Desy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Gorst (Rt. Hon. Sir John). THE CHIL- 
DREN OF THE NATION. — Second 
Edition. Deny a. 7s. 6d. net. 

Goudge (H. L.), M.A., Principal of Wells 
“a feclonical College. See Westminster Com- 
mentaries. 

Graham (P. Anderson). THE RURAL 
EXODUS. C>». 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Granger (F. S.), M.A., Litt.D. PSYCH- 
OLOGY. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

THE UL ACHRISTIAN. Cr.8vo. 6s. 


Grate. ‘Queen). GERMAN PASSAGES 
FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. C». 
8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Gray (P. L.), B.Sc. THE PRINCIPLES OF 
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 
an Elementary Text-Book. With 181 
Diagrams. Cy». 8vo. 38. 6d. 

Green (G. Buckland), M.A., late Fellow 
of St. John’s College, Oxon. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Cx 
8v0. 38. 6d. 


Demy 
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Green (F&. T.), M.A. See Churchman's 


Library 

Greenidg 0 (A. H.J.), M.A. A HISTORY 
OF Mis; From 1337104 B.c. Demy 
teem 10s, 6d. et. 


Greenwell (Dora). See Miniature Library. 

Gregor (R. a.) Tae VAULT F 
TEAVEN. <A_ Popular Introduction to 
Astronomy. Illustrated. Cr. 870. as. 

Gregory (Miss E. C.). See Library of 
Devotion. 

Grubb (H. C.). See Textbooks of Technology. 

Guine Loulsa be) HURREL : 
FR DE: Memoranda and Sane 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo. tos. 6d. 

Gwynn (M. bL.). A BIRTHDAY. “BOOK. 


New and cheape~ issue. Royal 8r0. 55. met. 

Hackett (John), B.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE ORTHODOX CHURCH OF 
CYPRUS. With Maps and IIIustrations. 
Demy 8vo. 1 Pe 

Haddon (A. se.D., F.R.S. . MEAD- 
HUNTERS. RACK? WHITE, AND 
BROWN. With may Ilustrations and a 


Map. Demy 8vo. 15 
Hadfield (R. x) and Gibbins (H. deo B.). 
A SHORTER WORKING DAY. Cr. 


B8vo, 25. 6d. 
Hall (R. N.) and Neal (W. G.) THE 
ANCIENT RUINS OF RIODESIA. 
Iilustrated. to nese, revised. 

105. Gd. 2 
ZIMBABWE. 


Demy 8&vo. 
Hall (R. N.). GREAT 

Illustrations. 
105. Oct. met. 


With numerous Plans and 
Second Edition. Royal 8ve. 
Hamllton(P. J.),D.D. See Byzantine Texts. 
Hammond (J. Lb.) CHARLES JAMES 
FOX. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. 
Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
THI ROYAL NAVY, Illustrated. 7x0 
Volumes. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. each. Vol. I. 


1200-1688, 
Hannay (James O.), M.A. THE SPIRIT 
Stan 


AND ORIGI OF 
MONASTICISM. Cr. 870. 6s. 
THE WISDOM OF THEDESERT. Fcaf. 
Sve. 6d. nel, 
tiardie(Martin). See Connon s Librar 
Hare (A. T.), M.A. THE C ONSTRUC 
TION OF LARGEINDUCTION COILS. 
With numerous Diagrams. Demy 8vo. 6s. 
Harrison (Cilfford).,§ READING AND 
READERS. oe Bro. 25. 6d. 
Harvey (Alfred), } .B. See Ancient Cities. 
Hawthorne Nathaniel). See Little Library. 
HEALTH, WEALTH AND WISDOM. 
Cr. fro, 15. net. 
Heath (Frank R.). See Little Guides. 
Heath (Dudley). See Connoisseur's EAD. 
Hello (Erncst), STUDIES IN SAINT- 
SHIP. Translated from the French by 
V. M. Crawrorn. Feap 8vo. 35. be. 
Hienderson (B. W.),. Fellow of Exeter 
ollege, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 
PRINCIPATE OF ‘THE EMPEROR 
NERO. Illustrated. New and cheaper 
issue. Demy Bre. 75. 6d. net 
AT INTERVALS, cap tro. cs. od. nee. 
A 
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Henderson (T. F.). Sce Little Library and 
Oxford Biographies. ; 
Henley (W. E.). ENGLISH LYRICS. 


Second Edition. Cr. Bv0. 25. 6d. net. 
heats (W. E.)and Whibley (Cc. y) ABOOK 
F ENGLISH PROSE. Cyr. 8vo. 25. 6¢. 


Hasatv et H.), B.D., Canon of Westminster. 
APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY: As [llus- 


trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 
Corinthians. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Historical anp 
Soctat Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 65. 

Herbert (George). See Library of Devotion. 

Herbert of any (Lord). See Minia- 
ture Librar 

Hewlns (W. ss S$), BA. . ENGLISH 
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 


SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Cr. 8ve. 


25. Ged. 
Hewitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL. 
A Day Book ET Prose and Verse. Feaf. 


8vo. 25. Od. ne 
Heywood (Wo. “PALIO AND PONTE: 
Book of Tuscan Games.  I[ilustrated. 
Royal vo. ars. net. 


ee also St. Francis of Assisi. 

Hilbert (T.). See Little Blue Books. 

Hill (Clare). See Textbooks of Technology. 

Hill (Henry), B.A., Headmaster of the Boy's 
High School, Worcester, Ca Colony, A 
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 
Cr. vo. 35. 6d. 

Hillegas (Howard Cc.) WITH THE 
BOER FORCES. With 24 Hlustrations. 
Second Edition, Cr. 8ve. 3 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Hind (C. Lewis), DAYS IN CORNWALL. 
With 16 Illustrations in Colour by Witriam 
Pascox, and 20 Photographs. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Hirst (F. W.) See Books on Business. 

Hoare(J. Douglas). ARCTIC EXPLORA.- 
TION. With +8 a and Maps. 
Demy Bvo, 75. 6d. 

Hobhouse Emily), THE BRUNT OF 
THE WA ith Map and Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Hobhouse(L. T.), Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. 
THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
Demy 8Bvo. 105. 6d. net. 

Hobson(J.A.), M.A. INTERNATIONAL 
re, A eS of Economic Principles. 

Cr. Bro. 25. 6d. n 
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. Sixth Edition. 


Cr. vo. 35. 
THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEM. 
PLOVED. Third Edition. Cr.8ve. 23.6d. 
D.C.L. See Leaders of 


Hodgkin (T.), 
Religion. 
hes eg W.) HOW TOIDENTIFY 
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Second 
Edition. Post 8vo. 6s. 
SHELLEY 


tory {Thomas Jefferson). 
BY With an Introduction by 


xX PORD. 
A, STREATFRILD, Feap. 8v0. 25. net, 
Holden-Stone (G. de) See Books on 


Business. 
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Holdich (Sir T. H.), K.C.1.E. THE 
INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a 
Personal Record of Twenty Years. Illus- 
trated. Demty 8vo, 105. 6d. net. 

A Colonial eee is also published. 

Holdsworth (W. S.). M.A. A HISTORY 
OF ENGLISH paw. In Two Volumes. 
Vol. I. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. net. 

Holland (Canon Scott). See Library of 
Devotion. 

Holt cently) THE SECRET OF POPU- 

LARITY : How to Achieve Social Success. 
Cr. 8v0. 35. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Holyoake (G. J.) THE CO-OPERATIVE 
MOVEMENT TO-DAY. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8v0. 25. 64. 

Hone (Nathaniel J.). See Antiquary’s Books. 

Hoppner. See Little Galleries and Little 

ooks on Art. 

Horace. See Classica! Translations. 

Horsburgh(E. L. S.), M.A. WATERLOO: 

Narrative and Criticism. With Plans. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 
See also Oxford Biographies. 

Horth (A. C.). See Textbooks of Technology. 

Horton(R. F.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 

Hosie (Alexander), MANCHURIA. With 
Illustrations and a Map. Second Edition. 
Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

How (F. D.). SIX GREAT SCHOOL- 
MASTERS. With Portraits and Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Demty8vo. 75. 6d. 

Howell (A. G. Ferrers), FRANCISCAN 

DAYS. Translated and arranged by. Cr. 
8v0. 38. 6a. net. 

Howell (G. )} TRADE UNIONISM—New 
“eo Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
2s. 6d, 

Hudson (Robert), MEMORIALS OF A 
WARWICKSHIRE PARISH. Illustrated. 
Demy 8vo. 155. net. 

ee (Sir William), K.C.B., ©. 88, 

i Rise ti tea OVAL SOCIETY ; 
OR, SCIENCE IN THE STATE AND IN THE 
SCHOOLS. With es Illustrations. Wide 
Royal 8vo. 4s. 6a. net. 

Hughes (C. E.). THE PRAISE OF 
SHAKESPEARE. An English Antho- 
logy. With a oe by Sipngy LEE. 
Demy 8vo0. 3s. 6d. 

Hughes (Thomas). TOM BROWN’S 
SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction 
and Notes by VERNON RENDALL. Leather. 
Royal 32010. 2s. 6d. net. 

Hutchinson (Horace G.) THE NEW 

FOREST. Illustrated in colour with 
so Pictures by WALTER TynDALE and 4 
by Lucy Kemp-Weicn. A Cheaper Eai- 
tion. Cr. vo. 6s. 

Hutton (A. W.), M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion and Library of Devotion. 

Hutton (Edward). THE CITIES OF 
UMBRIA. With many [IIlustrations, of 
which 20are in Colour, by A. Pisa. Second 
Ldition. Cr.8vo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 


re ee eee 


MESSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE 


THE CITIES OF SPAIN. Second Edition. 
With many IIlustrations, of which 24 are in 
Colour, by A. W. Rimincton. Demy 8vo. 
7s. 6d, net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

FLORENCE AND NORTHERN TUS. 
CANY. With Coloured Illustrations by 
WILLIAM PARKINSON. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
ENGLISH LOVE POEMS.  Kdited with 
an Introduction. Fcap. 8v0o. 38. 6d. net. 

Hutton (R.H.). See Leaders of Religion. 

Hutton (W. 4:.), M.A. THE LIFE OF 
SIR THOMAS MORE. With Portraits. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 55. 

See also Leaders of Religion. 

Hyett (F. A.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
FLORENCE. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 

Ibsen (Henrik). BRAND. A _ Drama. 
Translated by Witt1am Witson. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


Inge (W. R.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of 
Hertford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN 
MYSTICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 
1899. Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net. See also 
Library of Devotion. 

Innes(A. D.), M.A. A HISTORY OF THE 
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Cyr. 8vo. 6s. 

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS. 
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With Maps. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6a. net. 
Jackson (C. E.), B.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 


Jackson (S.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 

Jackson (F. Hamilton). See Little Guides. 

Jacob (F.), M.A. See Junior Examination 
Series. 

James (W.H.N.), A.R.C.S., A ".E.E. See 
Textbooks of Technology. 

Jeans (J. Stephen). TRUSTS, POOLS, 
AND CORNERS. Cy». 8ve. 25. 6d. 

See also Books on Business. 

| Seliress (D. Gwyn). DOLLY’S THEATRI.- 
CALS. Described and Illustrated with 24 
Coloured Pictures. SuperRoyal 16mo. 25.64. 

Jenks (E.), M.A., Reader of Law in the 
University of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT. Cyr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Jenner (Mrs. H.). See Little Books on Art. 

Jennings (Oscar), M.D., Member of the 
Bibliographical Society. "EARLY WOOD. 
CUT INITIALS, containing over thirteen 
hundred Reproductions of Pictorial Letters 
of the Fifteenth and Sixteenth Centuries. 
Demy 4to. 21s. net. 


Jessopp (Augustus), D.D. See Leaders of 
Religicn. 

Jevons (F. B.), M.A., Litt.D., Principal of 
Bishop Hatfield’s Hall, Durham. RE- 
LIGION IN EVOLUTION. Cr. 8v0. 
35. 6d. net. 

See also Churchman’s Library and Hand- 
books of Theology. 

Johnson(Mrs. Barham). WILLIAM BOD. 
HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS. 
Illustrated. Demy8uvo. 10s. 6d. net. 


GENERAL LITERATURE 


Johnaton (Sir Ht. H.), K.C.B. 
CENTRAL AFRICA. 
Ilustrations and Six Maps. 7hird Edition. 
Cr. 4to. 185. ned. 

A Colonial Euition is also published. 

Jones (R. Crompton), M.A. POEMS 
OF THE INNER LIFE. Selected by. 
Thirteenth Edition, Kcap. 8vo. 25. 6d. net. 

Jones (H.).. Sce Commercial Series. 

Jones (H.F.). Sce Textbooks of Science. 

Jones (L. A. Atherley), K.C., M.P. THE 
MINERS’ G UIDE. TO THE COAL 
EN REGULATION ACTS. Cr. 8z0. 
2s, 6 

COMMERCE IN WAR. Royal 8vo. 215. 108. 

Jonson (Ben). Sec Standard Library. 

Jullana (Lady) of Norwich. REVELA. 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by 
GRACE WARRACK, Cr. 870. 35. 6c, 

Juvenal. See Classical Translations. 

‘Kappa.’ LET YOUTH BUT KNOW: 
A Plea for Reason in Education. Cv. 820, 
35. 6d. net. 

Kaufmann (M.). SOCIALISM 
MODERN T re it: 
Cr. 800, 28. 6. 

Keating (J. F.), D. by. THE AGAPE AND 
THE EUCHARIST. Cr. 820. 35. 

Keats(John). THE POEMS OF. Edited 
with Introduction and Notes by E. de Selin- 
court, M.A. Demey 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 

REALMS OF GOLD. Selections from the 
Works of. Keap. 820. 35. 6c. net 

See also Littl Library and Standard 
Library. 

Keble (ein). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
Withan Introduction aud Notes by W. Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. [lustrated 
by R. ANNING Bett. Shira Edition, Feap. 
8v0. 35. Od. 3 padded morocco, §5. 

Sce also Library of Devotion. 

Kelynack (T. N.), M.D., M.R.C.P., Hon. 

Secretary of the Socicty for the Study of 


BRITISH 


ANIL 
Second Edition. 


Inebriety, THE DRINK SLOGLERI. | 
IN ITS MEDICO-SOCIOLOGICAL. 
ASPECT. Edited 2 

Demy 8v0. 75. 6d. 1 


Kempis (Thomas 4). 


With nearly 200 


With 2 Diagrauis. | Lee (Captain L. 
“THE IMITATION | 
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Kipling (Rudyard). KARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS. 80th Thousand. Twenty- 
second Edition, C'r. 800. 65. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE SEVEN SEAS. 62nd Thousand, [enth 


Edition. Cr. 810. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE FIVE NATIONS.  4q1s¢ Thousand, 


Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Stxrteenth 
Edition, Cr. 820, 65. 

A Colonial! Edition is also published. 

Knight (Albert E.). THE COMPLETE 
CRICKETER. Illustrated. Demy 8voe. 
7s. Od. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Kel hte(H. J. C.), M.A. See Churchman's 
sible. 

Koowling (R. J.), M.aA., Professor of New 
Testament Exegesis at King's College, 
London. Sec Westininster Commentaries. 

Lamb (Charles and Mary), THE WORKS 
OF. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Mlustrated. 
In Seven Volumes, Deimy Evo. 78. 6d. each, 

See also Little Library and E. V. Lucas. 

Lambert (F. A. ET. ). See Little Guides. 

Lambros (Professor). See Kyzantine Texts. 

Lane-Poole (Stanicy). A HISTORY OF 
EGYPTIN THE MIDDLE AGES, Fully 
Illustrated. Cyr. 8vv. 6s. 

ge 5 hee oe lin A. BALLADSOF THE 
BRAVE: Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 
Courage, and Constancy. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8v0. 25. 6d. 

Law (Willlam). See Library of Devotion 
and Standard Library. 

Leach (Henry), THE DUKE OF DEVON. 

SHIRE. A Biography. With 22 [lustra- 
tions. Demy 8vo. 125. 6d. net. 
See also James Braid. 

Le Braz (Anatole). THE LAND OF 
PAKDONS. Translated by Frances M. 
Gostitinc. Illustrated in bie Second 
Edition. Demy ~ wer, 

 Maivilion A HISTORY 

Or pp CE IN ENGLAND. Cr. 8ve. 

35, 6d. ne 


OF CHRIST, With an [Introduction by Leigh (Percival), THECOMICENGLISH 


DEAN Farrar. Hlustrated by C. M. Gere. 
Third Edition, Feap. 820. 38. 6d.; padded 
MIFOCCO. 5S. 

4 a Translated by C.OBIGG, Dr): ICs. 
z0. 
and Si dard Library. 

Kennedy (Bart.). THE GREEN 
SPHINX. Cr. vo. 35. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Kennedy (James Houghton), D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Ea ay the University of 
Dublin. ST. PAUI SECOND AND 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN.- 
THIANS., With Introduction, Dissertations 
and Notes. Cyr. 820. 6s. 

Kimmins (C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMIS- 
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. Ilus- 
trated. Cr. 870. as. 6d. 

Kinglake (A. W.). See Little Library. 


s. 6d. See also Library of Devotion | 
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GRAMMAR. | Embellished with upwards 
of so characteristic ag soe by Joun 
Leecn. Postt6sr0. 28. 

| Lewes (V. B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER. 
Illustrated. Cr. 800. 25. 6d. 

Lewis (Mrs. Gwyn) A CONCIS 
HANDEOOK OF GARDEN SHRUBS, 
(llustra:ed. Fvap. 8ro. 35.60. net. 

Lisle (Fortunéede). See Little Bookson Art. 

Littlehales(H.). See Antiquary's Books. 

Lock (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble 
College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER. 
BUILDER. Second Edition. Cr. 8ve. 


35. 6d. 
THE pele AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
Co. 8ve. 
See also ‘Latent of Religion and Library 
of Devotion. 


Locker (F.). See Little Library. 
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Lodge (Sir Oliver), F.R.S. THE SUB- 
STANCE OF FAITH ALLIED WITH 
SCIENCE: A_ Catecltfisin for Parents 
and Teachers. Cyr. 8vo. 25. net. 

Lofthouse (W. F.), M.A. ETHICS AND 


ATONEMENT. With a Frontispiece. 
Demy 8vo. 5s. ee 
Longfellow (H. W.). See Little aoe 


Lorimer (George Horace) LETTERS 
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HISSON. Fifteenth Edition. C. 8vo. 


35° 
ne Colonial Edition is also published. 

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8vo, 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is ae published. 

Lover (Samuel). See I. P. L. 

E. V. L. and C. L. G. ENGLAND DAY BY 
DAY: Or, The Englishman’s Handbook to 
Efficiency. Illustrated by GzorcE i ala 
fourth Edition. Feap. 4to. 18.1 

Lucas(E.V.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES 
LAMB. With 25 Illustrations. Third 
Edition. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With 
many Illustrations, of which 20 are in Colour 
by HERBERT MARSHALL. Seventh Edition, 
Cr. 8uo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A WANDERER IN LONDON. With 16 
Illustrations in Colour by NeLtson Dawson, 
and 36 other Illustrations. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

A Colenial Edition is also published. 

FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Third 
Edition. Fcap. 8v0. 55. 

THE OPEN ROAD: a Little Book for W ay- 
farers. Tenth Edition. Frcap. 8vo. 55.3 
India Paper, 7s. 6d. 

THE FRIENDLY TOWN : a Little Book 
for the Urbane. Third Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. 58.3 India Paper, 7s. 6d. 

a See Classical Translations. 

Lyde(L. W.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 

tydon (Noel S.).. See Junior School Books . 

Lyttelton (Hon. Mrs. A.) WOMEN AND 
THEIR WORK. C». 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Macaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS- 
TORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F. C. Mon- 
TAGUE, M.A. Three Volumes. Cr. 8vo. 18s. 

The only edition of this book completely 
annotated. 

M‘Allen (J. E. B.), M.A. 


Series. 


See Commercial | 


MacCulloch (J. A.) See Churchman’s 
Library. 
MacCunn (Florence A.). MARY 


STUART. With over 6o Illustrations, in- 

cluding a Frontispiece in Photogravure. 

Second and Cheaper Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s. 
See also Leaders of Religion. 


McDermott (E. R.). See Bookson Business. 
M‘Dowall(A. S.). See Oxford Biographies. 
Mackay(A. M.). See Churchman’s Library. 


Macklin (Herbert W.), M.A. See Anti- 
quary’s Books. 
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Mackenzie (W. Leslle), M.A., M.D., 
D.P.H., etc. THE HEALTH OF THE 
SCHOOL CHILD. Cy. 8v0. as. 6d. 

Mdlle Mori (Author of). ST. CATHER- 
INE OF SIENA AND HER TIMES. 
With 28 Illustrations. Desy 8vo. 75.6d.net. 

Magnus (Laurie), M.A. A PRIMER OF 
WORDSWORTH. C». 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Mahaffy (J. a Litt.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 
Fully Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Maitland(F.W.), LL.D., Downing Professor 
of the Laws of England 1 in the University of 
Cambridge CANON LAW IN ENG. 
LAND. Royal8vo. 7s. 6d. 

Malden (H. E.), M.A. ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 
England. Cy». 8vo. 3s. 6a. 

THE SENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS 
ae DUTIES. Sixth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
1s. 6 

See also School Histories. 

Marchant (E. C.), M.A., Fellow of Peter- 
house, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO- 
LOGY Second Edition. Cr. 8v0. 35. 6d. 

See also A. M. Cook. 

Marr (J. E.), F.R.S., Fellowof St John’s Col- 
lege, Cambridgee THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. Second Edition. 
Illustrated. Cr. 870. 6s. 

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8uo. 6s. 

Marriott (J. A. R.)} FALKLAND AND 


HIS TIMES. With 20 Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Marvell (Andrew). See Little Library. 
Masefield (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL. 
SON’S TIME. Illustrated. Cr» 8vo0. 
35. 6d. net. 

ON THE SPANISH MAIN. With 22 
Illustrations and a Map. Demy 8vo. 


10s. 6d. met. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A SAILOR’S GARLAND. Edited and 
Selected by. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
3S. 6a. net. 

Maskell (A.). ae Connoisseur’s Library. 

Mason(A. J.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 

Massee (George). THE EVOLUTION OF 


PLANT LIFE: Lower Forms. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
Masterman (C. F. G.), M.A., M.P. 


TENNYSON AS Be RELIGIOUS 
TEACHER. Cr>. 8vzo. 

Matheson (Mrs. E. F.). COUNSELS OF 
LIFE. Feap. 8vo. 25. 6a. 

May (Phil), THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 
Second Edition. 4to. 15s. net. 

Melleows (Emma S.). ASHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 
8vo. 35. 6a. 

Methuen (A. M. S.). THE TRAGEDY 
OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cy». 8uo. 2s. net. 
Also Cr. 8vo. 3d. net. 

A revised and enlarged edition of the 
author’s ‘Peace or War in South 
Africa.’ 


GENERAL 


ENGLAND'S RUIN: Discussrv in Six. 


TEEN LetTers To THE Ricnt Hon. 
Josuru CHAMBERLAIN, M.P. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8vo. 3. net. 

Miles (Eustace) M.A. LIFE AFTER 


LIFE, Ok, THE THEORY OF REIN. 
CARNATION. Cr. 820. 25. 6d. net. 
Millals (J. G.). THE LIFE AND LET. 
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MIL LAIS, Presidentofthe ee ae 
With many IlInstrations, of which 2 are in 
ES ee New Edition, Demy &ro. 
78. 6d. met. 
‘A Colonial Fdition is also published. 
Millin (G. FF.) PICTORIAL GARDEN. 


ING. fii Cr. 820. 38. 6d. net. 
Millis (C. T.), M.I.M.F. See Textbooks of 


Technology. 

Milne (J. G. ,: M.A. A HISTORY OF | 
ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Hlustrated, 
Cr, 8vo. 65. 

Milton (John) A DAY BOOK OF. 
Edited by R. F. Towndrow. "cap. 80. 
38. Od. met. 

See also Little Peney. Standard Library. 
Meee C.), M.A. See R. Peel. 
Mitcheli(P. Chalmers), M.A. OUTLINES 

OF BIOLOGY, MUlustrated. Second Fdi- 
tion, Cr. 820. 6s. 

Mitton (G. E.). ANF. AUSTEN AND 
HER TIMES. With many Portraits and 
Illustrations. Second and Cheaper F-dition. 
Cr. 8vo. 65. 

A Colonial Fdition is also published. 
Moffat eeny M.). QUEE? 

PRUSSIA. With 20 Hlustrations, 

E-dition. Demy 8v0. 75. 6d. net. 

‘Moll Re .’ See Books on Businese, 

Moir ( 4.). See Little Library, 

Molinos (Dr. Michael de), See Library of 

Money (L. G. Chilozza), 

AND POVERTY. Third Eattion. Demy 

Montagu (Henry), Earlof Manchester. See 
Library of Devotion. 
by C. F. Ponp. Frag. 8e0. 35. 6d. met. 

Moore (H. E.). PACK TO THE LAND. 


Devotion. 
Mm.P.. RICHES 
Sto. 5s. net. 
Montaigne. A DAY BOOK OF. Edited | 
An Inquiry into Rural Depopulation. Cr. 


Sr. 2s. 

Montmorency (J. de), B.A... LL.B. 
THOMAS rs HIS AG iE AND 
BOOK. With 22 Hlustrations. Second 
Edition. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 


Moorhouse (E. Hallam) NELSON'S 
LADY HAMILTON. With 5: Portraits. 
Second Fitition. Demy 8r0, 75. Gd. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Moran(Clarence G.). See Bookson Business. 

More (Sir Thomas). See Standard Library. 

Morfill (W. R.), Oriel College, Oxford. “A 
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 
With Mapsand Plans, Cr. 8c. 35. 6d. 


Morich (R. J.), late of Clifton College: 
School Examination Series. 


See 


LITERATURE 


LOUISA OF | 
Third 
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Morris @.) THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 
With 24 Hlustrations. Dery 800. 125. 6d. 


net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published, 
Morris (J. E.). See Little Guides. 
| ee” (Miss Anderson). See Miss Brod- 
ric 
| Moule (H.C. G.), D.D.. Lore Bisbop of Dur. 
ham. See Leaders of Religion. 
Muir (M. M. Pattison), M.A. THE 
ge AS OF FIRE, — Hlustrated. 


§ 


Cr, Seo. 2s. 
| Mundella (V. 5 M.A. See J. T. Dunn. 
Munro(R.), LL.D. See Antiquary’s Books. 
Naval Officer (A). See I. p. I. 
| Neal(W.G.). See R. N. Hal 
| Newman (Ernest). HUGO WOLF. 
Demy 870. 65. 


New man(Geurgye), M.D.,D.P.H.,F.R.S.E. 
Lecturer on Public Health at St. Bartholo- 
mew's Hospital, and Medical Officer of 
Health of the Metropolitan Borough i 
Finsbury. INFANT MORTALI 
Soctat Prosrem. With 16 Dene 


a 6d. ne? 
See Library 


-) and others. 

Nichols (J. B. B.). See Little Library. 
Nicklin oa} M.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Cr. 8v¢e. 2s. 

Nimrod. See Il. P. L. 

as ate (Grys Le G.). THE LIFE OF 
SIR WALTER oo Illustrated. 
THE GREAT 


Demy 820. 75. 6d. 

Norregaard B. W fe 
SIEGE: The Investment and Fall of Port 
Arthur. Hlustrated. Devry So. 10s. 6d. mel. 

Norway (A. H.). NAPI rs. With 25 Col. 
oured Illustrations by MAURICE GRRIFFEN- 
HAGEN. Second Edition. Cr. 8re, 6s. 

Novalis. THr DISCIPLES ATSAISAND 
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss 
Una Bircn. Feap. 820. 35. 

| Oldfield (W. J.), M.A., Prebend: of 
Lincoln. A PRIMER OF RELIGION. 
BASED ON THE = Taig age OF THE CHURCH 


{ 
4 
' 


Demy 820. 
_ Newmen (J. H 
of Devotion, 


OF ENGLAND. Feaf. 8 as. 6d. 

| Oldham (F. M.), B.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Oliphent (Mrs.). See Leaders of Religion. 


ora W.C.), M.A., Fellow of All Souls’, 

xford. A HISTORY OF THE ART 
OF WAR. The Middle Ages. from the 
Fourth to the Fourteenth Century. Hlus- 
trated. Deom:y Stu. 105. & . net 

Ottley (R. L.), D. Da. gee Handbooks of 
Theology and Leaders of Religion. 

Overton (J. H1.). See Leaders of Religion. 

Owen ee See Books on Business. 

Oxford (M. N.), of Guy's Hospital. A ITAND. 
BOOK OF NURSING. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8x0, 45. 6d. 

Pakes (W. C. C.). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Demy €ro. 158. 


Palmer(Frederick). WITH KUROKIIN 
MANCHURIA. Illustrated. Thirg 
Edition. Demy Sze. 75. 6d. met. 
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Parker (Gilbert) A LOVER’S DIARY. 
Fap. 8v0. 55. 

Parkes (A. K. )} SMALL LESSONS ON 
GREAT TRUTHS. Fcap. 8vo. 15. 6d. 
Parkinson (John). PARADISI IN SOLE 
PARADISUS TERRESTRIS, OR A 
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS ee PLEA- 

SANT FLOWERS. Fodio. , 38. met. 

Parmenter (John). ELOTE PES, OR 
NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1625. 
Edited by Prercivat LaNnpon. Quarto. 
38. 6d. net. 

Parmentier (Prof. Leon). See Byzantine 
Texts. 

Parsons (Mrs. Clement). GARRICK 
AND HIS CIRCLE. With 36 Ilustra- 
trations. Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 
12s. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Pascal. See Library of Devotion. 

Paston (George), SOCIAL CARICA- 
TURE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY. With over 200 Illustrations. 
Imperial Quarto. £2, 12s. 6d. net. 

eealso Little Books on Art and I.P.L. 

LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU. 
With 24 Portraits and _ Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo. 15s. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

LN R. IB eniae Swift). LIFE’S 

UESTIONINGS. C>». 8vo. 35. 6d. net. 

Patterson ick H.). NOTES OF AN EAST 
COAST NATURALIST. _ Illustrated in 
Colour By F. SOUTHGATE. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8v0. €s. 

NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK. 
A series of observations on the Birds, 
Fishes, Mammals, Reptiles, and Stalk- 
eyed Crustaceans found in that neigh- 
bourhood, with a list of the species. With 
12 Illustrations in colour, by Frank 
SouTHGATE. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Peacock (N. ap See Little Books on Art, 


Peake (C. M. A.), F.R.H.S. A HAND. 
BOOK OF ANNUALS AND BIEN- 
NIALS. With 24 Illustrations. Fag. 8veo. 
35. 6d. net. 

Pearce (E. H.), M.A. ANNALS OF 
CHRIST'S Ber Illustrated. 
Demy 8vo. 75.6 


Peel Covert), ae ‘Minchin (H. C.), M.A. 
OXFORD. With 100 Illustrations in 
Colour. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Peel (Sidney), late Fellow ef Trinity College, 
Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com- 
mission on the Licensing Laws. PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second 
Edition. Cr.8vo. 158. 6d. 

Peters (J. P.), D.D. See 
Library. 

Petrie (W.M. Flinders), D.C.L., LL. D., Pro- 
fessor of Egyptology at University College. 
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, FROM THE 
EARLIEST TIMES TO THE Present Day. 
Fully Illustrated. Jn six volumes. Cr. 

1 8v0.,, 6s. each. 

Vor. 1. Prenistoric Times tro XVITH 

Dynasty. Fifth Edttion. 


Churchman’s 
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Vow. 1. THE XVIITH ann XVIIITH 
Dynasties. Fourth Edition. 

Vor. mi. XIUXtTH TO XXXTH DynastTiEs. 

VoL. 1. THe Ecyrt oF THE PTOLEMIES. 
J. P. Mauarry, Litt.D. 

Vor. v. Roman Ecyet. J. G. MiLne, M.A. 

VoL. vi. EGyrr IN THE MippLe AGEs. 
STANLEY LaNr-PooLe, M.A 

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. Illustrated. C» 
8vo. 2s. 6d, 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
ELAMARNATABLETS. C>». 8voa. 2s. 6d. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. [Illustrated by Tris- 
TRAM Exvtis. Jz Two Volumes. Cr. 8voa. 
35. 6d. each. 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. With 
120 Illustrations. C7. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

Phillips (W. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Phillpotts (Eden). MY DEVON YEAR. 
With 38 Illustrations by J. Ley Petny- 
BRIDGE. Pied and Cheaper Edition. 
Large Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG. 
Illustrated by CLAUDE SHEPPERSON. 
Cr. 410. 55. et. 

A volume of poems. 

Plarr (Victor G.). See Pero e Histories. 

Plato. See Standard Library 

Plautus. THE CAPTIVI, Edited, with 
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com- 
mentary, by W. M. Linpbsay, Fellow of 
Jesus College,Oxford. Denzy 8vo. 108.6d.net. 

Plowden- Wardlaw (J. T.), B.A., King’s 
College, Cambridge. See School Examina- 


tion Series. 
Podmore (Frank) MODERN SPIRI- 


TUALISM. Two Volumes. Demy 8vo. 
21s. et. 
A History and a Criticism. 
Poer (J. Patrick Le). A MODERN 
LEGIONARY. Cz. 8vo. 6s. 


Pollard (Alice). Sce Little Books on Art. 

Pollard(A. W.). OLD PICTURE BOOKS. 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 

Pollard(EllzaF.). See Little Books on Art. 

Pollock (David), M.I.N.A. See Books on 
Business. 

Potter (M. C.), M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT- 
BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 
eg ae Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
4s. 6d. 

Power (J. O’Connor), THE MAKING 
OF AN ORATOR. C» sg 6s. 

Prance(G.). See R. Wyo 

Prescott (O. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND 
WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Cyr. 8v0. 

3s. 6d. ned. 

Price (L. L.), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxon. HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fourth Ed. 


tion. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. 

Primrose (Deborah). A MODERN 
BCEOTIA. Cw. 8v0. 6s. 

Protheroe (Ernest). THE DOMINION 
OF MAN. GxroGraryy In 1Ts HuMAN 

ASPECT. With 32 full-page Illustrations. 


Cr. 8vo. 25. 


GENERAL LITERATURE 


Pugin and Rowlandson. THE MICRO- 
OSM OF LONDON, ox Lonvon 1n 
Mintaturk. With 104 Itlustrations in 
colour. /% Three Volumes. Small «ato, 


L3, 38. wet. 
"OQ? RAs. uiller Couch), THE 
GOLDEN POMP. A_ Procession or 
Excutsu Lyrics. Second Edition. Cr. 820. 
2s. Od. net. 
wevedo Villegas. See Miniature Library. 
.R. and B.S. THE WOODHOUSE COR. 
RESPONDENCE. Cr. &e0. 6s. 
A Coionial Edition is also published. 
Rackham (R. B.), M.A. See Westminster 
Commentaries. 
Raggy (Laura M.). THE WOMEN-ART- 
ISTS OF BOLOGNA, With zo Illus- 
DANTE 


trations. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 

Ragg (Lonsdale). B.D., Oxon. 

AND HIS ITALY. | With 32 Illustra. 
tions largely from contemporary Frescoes 
and Documents. Demy 8vo. 125. 6d. met. 

Rahtz (fF. J.), M.A., B.Sc., Lecturer in 
English at Merchant Venturers’ Technical 
College, Bristol HIGHER ENGLISH. 
Cr. Bro. 33. 

Randolph (B. Ww. ); D:D, 
Devotion. 

Rannie (D. W.), M.A. 
HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. 
35. 6d. 

Rashdall (Hastings), 
Tutor of New College, Oxford. 
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. 
8z0. 6s. 

Raven (J. J.),D.D. See Antiquary’s Books. 

Rawstorne (Lawrence, Es 3 See L.P.L. 

a mond (Walter). pe School Histories. 

eal Paddy. See 1.P.L. 

crm (W.), M.A. UNIVERSITY AND 

Pee SETTLEMENTS. Cr. 8ve. 


Redpath (H. A.), M.A. 
Commentaries. 

Reynolds. See Little Galleries. 

Rhoades (J. F.). See Simplified French 
Texts. 

Rhodes (W. E.). 

Rieu (H.), M.A. 
Texts. 

Roberts (M. E.). 

Robertson (A.), 


See Library of 


A STUDENT'S 
Cr. 8x0. 


M.A., Fellow and 


DOC. 
Cs, 


See Westminster 


See School Histories. 
See Simplified French 


See C. C. Channer. 
D.D., Lord Bishop of 


Exeter. REGNUM DEL. The Bampton 
Lectures of 1901. Demty 8ro. 75. 6d. nee. 
Robertson 


es Grant). M.A., Fellow of All 
Souls’ College, Oxford, Examiner in the 
Honours School of Modern History, Oxford, 
1901-1904. SELECT STATUTES, CASES, 


AND CONSTITUTIONAL | DOCU: 
MENTS, 1660- 1832. Demy 8vo. tos. 6d. 
net. 

Robertson (C. Grant) Bd Darieaguiey 
J...) FF Reda, Po Sa CA J Te- 


TORIC: AL, AND MODERN ATLAS OF 
THE BRITISH EMPIRE. Demy Quarto. 
45. Od. net. 
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Robertson (SirG.S.),K.CS.1. CHITRAL: 
Tuk Stoxy or a Minor Sigce. Third 
Edition. Illustrated. Cr. 8v0. 25. 6d. net. 

re (A. W.), M.A. See Churchman’s 
Bible. 


Robinson (Cecilia) THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. Withan Introduc- 
tion by the late Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. Gf. 

Robinson(F. S.). See Connvisseur’s Library. 

Rochefoucauld (La), See Little Library. 

Rodwell (G.), B.A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREER. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Preface by Wattger Lock, D.D., Warden 
of Keble College. Fra. 820 a5. 6d. 

Roe(Fred). OLDOAKF URNITURE. With 
many Illustrations by the Author, including 
a frontispiece in colour. Demy Sve. 105. 6d. 


nel. 
Res ers (A. G. L.), M.A. See Books on 


Business. 

Rose (Edward). THE ROSE READER. 
Illustrated. Cr. 820. 23. Od. Also tm ¢ 
Parts. Parts f. and ll. 6d. each: Part 
Wl. 8d.¢ Part LV. 10d, 

Rowntree (Joshua) THE IMPERIAL 
DRUG TRADE. A Re-StaTement or 
THE Ortum Question. Second and 
Cheaper Edttion. Cr. 800. 25. net. 

ayer E.) D.D. See Junior School 


cS 

Russell (W. Clark) THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 
With Illustrations by F. Brancwyn. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8t0. 65. 

Sainsbury (Harrington), M.D., F.R.C.P. 
PRINCIPIA THERAPEUTICA. 
Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net, 

St. Anslem. oe Library of Devotion. 

St. Augustine. See Library of Devotion. 

St. Cyres (Viscount). See Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

St. Francis of Assisi. THE LITTLE 
FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS 
MESSER ST. FRANCIS AND HIS 
FRIARS. Newly translated by Wizuam 
Heywoop. With an Introduction b 


G. F. Howe tt, and 40 eg home 


Italian Painters. Demy net. 
See also Standard eae > hed nent of 
Devotion. 
’Saki’ (H. Munro). REGINALD. Second 
Edition. Frap. 8vo. 25. 6d. net. 
Sales (St. Francis de). See Library of 
Devotion. 


Salmon (A. L.). See Little Guides. 

Sargeaunt (J. M.A. ANNALS OF 
WESTMINSTER SCHOOL, Illustrated. 
Demy 8:0. 75. 6d. 

Sathas (C.). See Byzantine Texts. 

Schmitt (John). See Byzantine Texts. 

Scott (A. M.). WINSTON SPENCER 
CHURCHILL. With Portraits and Hlus 


trations. Cr. &w. . 6d, 
Scudamore (Cyril). = Little Guides. 
Sells (V. P.), M.A. THE MECHANICS 


OF DAILY LIFE 
2s. 6d. 


Iustrated. Cr. See, 
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Selous (Edmund), TOMMY SMITH’S 
ANIMALS. _ Illustrated by G. W. Orp. 
Seventh Edition. Keap. 8vo. 25. 6a. 


School Edition, 1s. 6d. 

TOMMY SMITH’S OTHER ANIMALS. 
With 12 Illustrations by Aucusta GUEST. 
Second Edition. Feap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Settle (J. H.). ANECDOTES OF 
SOLDIERS. Cy». 8vo. 35. 6d. net. 

eee a (William). 

E FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664; 
“haem Each £4, 4s. 2e7, or a complete set, 
Li2, 12s. net. 

Folios 3 and 4 are ready. 
Folio 2 is nearly ready. 
See ae Arden aa Little 
Shakes 
oar (A. A.) VICTORIAN POETS. C» 


2s. 
Sharp (Cecil). See S. Baring-Gould. 
Sharp (Mrs. E. A.). See Little Books on 
Art 


Shediock (J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA. C*>. 8ve. i. 

Shelley (Percy B.). ADONAIS; an Elegy 
on the death of John Keats, Author of 
‘Endymion,’ etc. Pisa. From the types of 
Didot, 1821. 2s. met. 


are (H. F.), M.A. See S. Baring- 


Quarto 


Sherwell Re ee M.A. LIFE IN WEST 
LON 


DON. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 

as. 6d. 
Shipley Se ae eee AN ENGLISH 
CHUR ISTORY FOR CHILD. 


REN. With a Preface by the Bishop of 
Gibraltar. With Maps and Illustrations. 
Part I. Cr. 8vo. 25. 60. net. 


Sichel (Walter). DISRAELI 
in Personality and Ideas. 
Demy 8vo. 125. 6d. net. 

See. also Oxford Biographies. 

Sime (J.). See Little Books on Art. 

SImonson (G. A.) FRANCESCO 
GUARDI. pe 41 Plates. Jonperial 

4to. £2, 25. 
Sketchiey (R. se D.). See Little Books on 


a (H. P. K.). See Little Books on 


Sladen (Douglas). SICILY: The New 
Winter Resort. With over 200 ‘Tilustrations. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 55. net. 

Small (Evan), M.A. THE EARTH. An 
Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. 

srr ti (M. G.). 


Seaniey (F. E.). See I.P.L. 

Smith (Adam) THE WEALTH OF 
NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction 
and numerous Notes by Fpwin Cannan, 
M.A Two volumes. Demy 8vo. 215. 
net. 

See also Standard Library. 

Smith (Horace and James). 
Library. 


: A Study 
With 3 Portraits. 


See Little Books on 


See Little 


MEsSsRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE 


Smith (H. Bompas), M.A. A NEW 
JUNIOR ARITHMETIC. Crown 8v0. 
2s. With Answers, 2s. 6d. 

Smith —. N. G.). THE PILLOW 
BOOK: A GARNER OF ae eee 
Roe Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6d. 2 

ae (R. Mudie). THOUGHTS. FOR 
TH aan Edited by. Seap. 8ve. 
35. ae 


Smith (Nowell C.). See W. Wordsworth. 

Smith (John Thomas), A BOOK FOR 
A RAINY DAY: Or, Recollections of the 
Events of the Years 1766-1833. Edited by 
WILFRED were Illustrated. Wide 
Demy 8vo. 12s. 6a. n 

Snell (F. J.) <A BOOK OF EXMOOR. 
Illustrated. oc 8vo. 6s. 

Snowden(C. E.). A HANDY DIGEST OF 
BRITISH HISTORY. Demy 8vo. as. 6d. 

Sophocles. See Classical Translations. 

Sornet (L. A.). See Junior School Books. 

Sousix( (Wilton E.), M.A. See Junior School 

ooks. 

Southey (R.)}) ENGLISH SEAMEN. 
Edited by Davip Hannay. 

Vol. 1. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, 
Drake, Cavendish). Second Edition. Cr. 
8vo. 6s. 

Vol. mu. (Richard Hawkins, Grenville, 

Essex, and Raleigh). Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

See also Standard Library. 

Spence (C. H.), M.A. See School Examina- 
tion Series. 

Spicer (A. D.)}. THE PAPER TRADF. 
With ppgee and Diagrams. Demy &vo. 
12s. 6d. net. 

Spooner (Ww. A.), M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Staley’ oC Umbe), THE GUILDS OF 
ee CE sa ae Second Edition. 

ee 870. 16s. 

Stanbridge (J. W. ‘B.D. See Library of 


Devotion. 
‘Stancliffe.? GOLF DO’S AND DONT'S. 
Feap, 8vo. 15. 


Second Edition, 

Stead (D. yee See D. Gallaher. 
Stedman (A. M. M.), M.A. 

INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Elemen- 


ao Accidence. Winth Edition. Feap. 
Vo. 1S. 
FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Tenth Edi- 


tion. Cr. 8vo. 25. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary. Sixth Edition revised. 180. 


1s. 62. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CAESAR 
The Helvetian War. Second Fdition. 
18920. 18 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. The 
mes of Rome. 1890. Second Edition. 
1s. 6d. 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Eleventh Ed. Fceap. 
8vo. 15s. 6a. 

EXEMPLA LATINA. 
in Latin Accidence. 
Third Edition. 


First Exercises 
With Vocabulary. 
Cr. 8vo. 15. 


GENERAL LITERATURE 


KASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. = With 
Vocabulary. Lieventh and Cheaper Edition, 
reuritten, Cr. 8vo, 15. Original 
Edition, 235.6d. Key, 3s. net. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Rules and Exercises. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8ve. 15. 6d. With Vocabulary. 2s. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellaneous 


Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 


Idioms. Fourth Edition. Fecap. 8v0. 
1s. 6d. With Vocabulary. 25. Key, 25. 


net, 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE- 
TITION: Arranged according to Subjects. 
Fourteenth Edition. Keap. 8vo. 15. Oef. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
180. Second kdition. 18. 

STEPS TO GREEK, Third Edition, re- 
wused. 180, 15. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 15. 64. 

LASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION, 7Jihird Edition, re- 
zised. Feap. 8vo. 15. bf, 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION. Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Fourth Edition. Feap. 8v0. 18 bit. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduc- 
tion, Notes, and Vocabulary. Fourth 
Edition. Feap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Seventh Edition, 
180. 8d. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Seventh Edi. 
tion, revised. Cr. 8vo. 15. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN. 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fifth L£at- 
trom, revised. Feap. 820. 158. 6c. 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8v0, 25s. 6d. 
Key. “36: el, 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE. 
PETITION: Arranged according to Sub- 
jects, Thirteenth Edition, Feap. 820. 15. 

See also School Examination Series. 

Steel (R. Elllott), M..\., F.CS. 0 THE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE. With 147 
Hilustrations. Secomd?l Aaition. Cr. 80. 25. 6. 

See also School Examination Series. 


Stephenson (C.), of the Technical Colleze, 


Bradford, and Suddards (F.) of the 
Vorkshire College. Leeds. ORNAMEN- 


TAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Iustrated. Demy Sro. Third Edition. 
7S. 6et. 

Stephenson (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF 
TRUTHS OF THE CHEISTIAN 
FAITH. Cr. 870. 3s. 6d. : 

Sterne(Laurence). See Little Library. 

Sterry (W.). M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. Illustrated. Demy Sve. 75. 6d. 


Steuart (Katherine), BY ALLAN 
WALLER. Second Adition. Cr. Suv. 6s 
ry 
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Stevenson (R.L.) THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS, 
Selected and Edited by Sipsey Corvin, 
Third Edition. Cr. 80. 1295. 

Linkaky Epition. Demy 870, 2vo0ls. 253. mel. 
A Colonial Edition ts also published. 
VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by Witutam Sreaxc. Fifth 

Edition. Cr. 80. Buckram. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published, 

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON, 
G. Balfour. 

Stevenson (M. 1.)}. FROM SARANAC 
TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters 
written by Mrs. M. 1. Srevenson during 
1887-8. Cr. ro. 68. nel. 

LETTERS FROM SAMOA, 1891-95. Edited 
and arranged by M. C. Batrour. With 
many Illustrations. Second Edition Cr. 


See 


vo. 6s. net, 

Stoddart (Anna M.). Sce Oxford Bio- 
graphies, 

Stokes (F. G.), B.A. HOURS WITH 
RABELAIS. Fromm the translation of Sit: 


T. Urouuart and P. A. Motrrecx. With 
a Portrait in Photogravure, Cr. 820. 35. 6¢. 
nel, 


Stone (S. J.). 
With a Memoir by F. G, 
M.A. With Portrait, Cr. 8v0. 65. 

Storr (Vernon F.), M.A., Lecturer in 
the Philosophy of Religion in Cambridge 
University 3 Examining Chaplain to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury; formerly Fellow 
of University College, Oxford. DEVELOP. 
MENT AND DIVINE PURPOSE Cr. 
870. 5s. nel. 

Straker (F.). See Books on Business. 

see (A. W.), D.D. See Churchman’s 
tible. 

Streatfelld (R. A.) MODERN MUSIC 
AND MUSICIANS. With 2¢ Hlustra. 
tions. Second Edition. Demy 8ve. 75. 6d. 


net. 
Stroud (H.), D.Sc., M.A. See Textbooks of 


Science. 

Strutt (Joseph). THRE SPORTS AND 
PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND.  [lustrated by many engrav. 
ings. Revised by J. Cuarces Cox, LI.D., 
F.S.A. Quarto. 215. net. 

Stuart (Capt. Donald). THE STRUGGLE 
FOR PERSIA. WithaMap. Cr. Sre. 6s. 

Sturch (F.)., Staff Instructor to the Surrey 
County Councth MANUAL TRAINING 
DRAWING (WOODWORK). Its) Prin- 
ciples and Application, with Solutions to 
Examination (Questions, 2892-1905, Or.ho- 
graphic, Isometric and Oblique Projection. 
With 50 Plates and 140 Figures. Foolsca/. 


gs. nel. 

Suddards (F.). See C. Stephenson. 

Surtees (R. S.). See LPLL. 

Symes (J. £.) M.A. THRE FRENCH 
Dae noes Secsnd Edition. Cr. 8ro. 
2s. Od. 


POEMS AND HYMNS. 
ELLERTON, 


A3 
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Sympson(E. M.), M.A., M.D. See Ancient 


Cities. 

Syrett (Netta). See Little Blue Books. 
Tacitus. AGRICOLA. With Introduction 
Notes, Map, etc., by R.*F, Davis, M.A., 

Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. /cag. 
8vo. 2s. See also Classical Translations. 
Tallack(W.). HOWARDLETTERS AND 
MEMORIES. Demy 8vo. 105. 6d. net. 

Tauler(J.). See Library of Devotion, 

Taylor (A. E.)}} THE ELEMENTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. Demy 8vo. 108. 6c. net. 

Taylor(F.G.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 

Taylor (I. A.). See Oxford Biographies, 

Taylor (John W.). THE COMING OF 
THE SAINTS : Imagination and Studies 
in Early Church History and Tradition. 
With 26 Illustrations. Dery 8vo. 73. 6d. net. 

Taylor (T. M.), M..\., Fellow of Gonville 
and Caius College, Cambridge. A CON.- 
STITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL 
HISTORY OF ROME. Cy. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and 
an Introduction, by J. CHURTON CoLuins, 
M.A. Cr. 8ve. 6s. 

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS. Edited by J. CuurRtTon 
Cotiins, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 6s. See also 
Little Library. 

Terry (C. S.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Thackeray (W. M.). See Little Library. 

Theobald (F. V.), M.A. INSECT LIFE. 
Illustrated. Second Edition Revised. Cr. 
Svo. 2s. 6d. 

Thompson (A. H.). See Little Guides. 

Tileston (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Thirteenth Edi- 
tion. Medium16mo. 25. 6d. net. 
edition in superior binding, 6s. 

Tompkins (H. W.), F.R.H.S. See Little 
Guides. 

Townley (Lady Susan) MY CHINESE 
NOTE-BOOK With 16 Illustrations and 
2Maps. Third Edition. Demy 8vo. 105. 
6d. net. 

Toynbee (Paget), M.A., D.Litt. See 
Oxford Biographies. 

Trevelyan (G. M.), Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE 
STUARTS. With Mapsand Plans. Second 
Edition. Demy 8vo. tos. 6d. net. 

Troutbeck (G. E.). See Little Guides. 

Tyler (E. A.), B.A., F.C.S. See Junior 
School Rooks. 

Tyee -Gill (Frances). See Little Books 
on 

Vardon (Harry). THE COMPLETE 
GOLFER. Illustrated. Lighth Edition. 
Demy 8vo. 108. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Vaughan (Henry). See Little Library. 
Vaughan (Herbert M.), B. A.(Oxon.). THE 

LAST OF THE ROYAL STUARTS, 
HENRY STUART, CARDINAL, 
DUKE OF YORK. With 20 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 105. 6d. net. 


Also an 
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THE NAPLES RIVERIA. With 25 Illus. 
trations in Sa by Maurice GREIFFEN+ 
HAGEN. . 8vo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Voegelin (A.), M.A. See Junior Examina- 
tion Series. 

Waddell (Col. L. A.), LL.D.,C.B. LHASA 
AND ITS MYSTERIES. ” With a Record 
of the Expedition of 1903-1904. With 155 
Illustrations and Maps. Third and 
Cheaper oe Deny 870. 75. 6d. net. 

Wade (G. W.), D.D. OLD TESTAMENT 
ee a With Maps. /ourth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Wagner (Richard). MUSIC DRAMAS: 
Interpretations, Sar ae Wagner’s own 
explanations. By A. L. CLEATHEK and 
B. Crump. Jn Four Volumes. ficap 8vo. 
2s. 6d. each. 

VoL. 1.—THE RING OF THE NIBELUNG. 
Third Edition. 

VoL. 1.—PArstrAL, LOUNENGRIN, and 
TueE Hory Grail. 

Vou. 111.—TRISTAN AND ISOLDE. 

Wall(J. C.). DEVILS. Mlustrated by the 
Author and from photographs. Demy 8ve. 
4s. 6d. net. See also Antiquary’s Books. 

Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art 
and Classics of Art. 

Walton (F. W.). See School Histories. 

Walton (Izaac) and Cotton (Charles). 
See 1.P.L., Standard Library, and Little 
Library. 

Warren-Vernon (Hon. William), M.A. 
READINGS ON THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE, based on the Commentary of 
BENVENUTO DA I MoLa and otherauthorities. 
With an Introduction by the Rev. ‘Dr. 


Moore. In Two _ Volumes. Second 
Edition, entirely re-written. Cr.8vo. 155. 
net. 


Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED: Little Homilies to 
Women in Country Places. Second Edition. 
Surall Pott 8vo. 2s. net. 

See also Little Library. 

Weatherhead (T. C.), M.A. EXAMINA. 
TION PAPERS IN HORACE. Cyr. Sve. 
2s, See also Junior Examination Series. 

Webb (W. T.). See Little Blue Books. 

My epeek (F. C.). See Textbooks of Techno- 
ogy. 

Weir (Archibald), M.A. AN INTRO- 
DUCTION ‘TO TAKE HISTOR OF 
MODERN EUROPE. Cy». 80. 6s. 

Wells (Sidney H.). See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Wells(J.), M.A., Fellowand Tutor of Wadham 
College OXFORID AND OXFORD 
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr. v0. 3s. 6d. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Sak 
Edition. With 3 Maps. C7. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

See also Little Guides. 

Wheldon(F. W.). A LITTLE BROTHER 
TO THE BIRDS. With 15 Illustrations, 
7 of which are by A. H. Bucktanp. Large 
Cr. 8vo. 65. 
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Whibley (C). See W. FE. Henley. 

Whibley (L.), M.A., Fellow of Pembroke 
College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR.- 
CHIES: THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. Cr. 80. 6s. 

Whitaker (G. H.), M.A. See Churchman’'s 
Kible. 

White (Gilbert) THE NATURAL 
HISTORY OF SELUORNE. Edited by 
1. C. Mtatr, FLR.S., assisted by W. Wakbk 
Fowcer, M.A. Co. 870. 6s. 

See also Standard Library. 

Whitfield (E. E.).. See Conmercial Series. 

Whitehead (A. W.). GASPARD DE 
COLIGNY. — Hlustrated. Demy 80. 
128. 6d. net. 

Whiteley (R. Lloyd), F.I.C., Principal of 
the Municipal Science School, West Brom- 
wichh AN ELEMENTARY TENT: 
BOOK OF INORGANIC CHEMISTRY. 
Cr. 870, 25. 6d. 

Whitley (Miss). See Lady Dilke. 

Whitten (W.). See Johu Thomas Sinith. 

Whyte(A. G.), B.Sc. See Books on Business. 

Wilberforce (Wilfrid). Ser: Little Books 
on Art. 

Wilde(Oscar), DE PROFUNDIS. Seventh 

edition, Cr. 870. 5s. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE DUCHESS OF PADUA. Demy 8v0. 
128. Ot. nel. f 

POEMS, Desry 8210. 125, 6%. net. 

INTENTIONS. Deosty 820. 125. 6d. net, 


SALOME, AND OTHER PLAYS. Demy 
870. 12s. 6d. net. 

LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN. Demy 
Svo. 125. Od. net. 

A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE. 
Demy 820. 12s. 6d. net. 

AN IDEAL HUSBAND. Demy 320. 
128. 6d. net. 

THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EAR. 


NEST. Demy 820. 125. 6d. net. 

A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES = ind 
THE HAPPY PRINCE. Demy 870. 
r2s. Git, wet, 

LORD ARTHUR SAVILE’S CRIME and 
OTHE E PROSE: PIECES. 
198. Od, net. 

Wilkins (W. H.), BA. THE 
INVASION. Cr. 82:0. 28. Ge. 

Williams (A.). PETROL PETER: or 
Pretty Stories and Funny Pictures. Illus. 
trated in Colour by A. WL. Mins. Deozy 
ato. 35. Gd. nes. 


Williamson (M. G.). 


ALIEN 


See Ancient Cities. 


Willlamson (W.). THE BRITISH 
GARDENER. = Hlustrated.  Desry 8x0. 
tos. 6d. 


Willlamson (W.), D.A. | See Junior Ex- 
amination Series, Junior School Books, and 
Beginner's Rooks. 

Willson (Beckles) LORD STRATH- 
CONAS the Story of his Life. Hlustrated. 
Demy 8ro, 78. od. 

A Colonial E-dition is also published. 


Demy 870. | 


oe 


| Weight (C. Gordon). 


i 


Winterbotham (Canon), 
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Wilmot-Buxton (E. M.). MAKERS OF 

EUROPh. Co. 870. Seventh Fd. 3s. 6d. 

A Vext-book of European History for 
Maddle Forms, 

THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and 
Hlustrations, Cr.8r0. 38. 6d. 

See also Beginner's Books, 

Wllson( Bishop.). See Library of Devotion. 

Wilson (A,. J.). See Books on Business. 

Wilson (tl, A.). See Books on Business, 

Wilson (J. A.) See Simplified French 
Texts. 

Wilton (Richard), M.A. LYRA PAS. 
TORALIS ; Songs of Nature, Church, and 
Home. /'ott Bro. 25. 6d. 

Winbolt (S. E.), M.A. EXERCISES IN 
LATIN ACCIDENCE. Cr. 87-0. 15. Gf. 

LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE: An Ai 
to Composition. Cr. 870. 35. 6d. Kev, 
ss. net. 

Windle (B.C. A.), F.R.S., F.S.A. See Anti- 
quary's Books, Little Guides, Ancient 

tities, and School Histories, 
M.A., B.Se., 


LL.B. See Churchman’s Library. 

Wood (Str Evelyn), F.M., V.C., G.C.B., 
GCM.G. FROM MIDSHIPMAN TO 
FIELD-MARSHAL. With 2g Hlustra- 
tions and Maps. 710 Volumes. Fourth 
Edition. Demy 8ro. 255. net. 

A Colonial Edition ix also published. 

Wood (J. A. FE.) See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Wood (J. Hickory), DAN LENO. Illus. 
trated. Third Edition. Cr. 820. : 

A Colonial! Edition is also published. 

Wood (W. Birkbeck), M.A., late Scholar of 
Worcester College, Oxford, and Edmonds 
(Major J. E.), R.E., D.A.Q.-M.G. A 
HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR IN 
THE UNITED STATES. With an 
Introduction by H. Srexsex Wit.Kinson, 
With 24 Maps and Plans. Demy 8re. 
ros. 6d, med. 

Wordsworth (Christopher). 
quary’s Books. 

Wordsworth(W.). POEMS BY. Selected 
by Stoprorp A. Brooke. With go Ins. 
trations by Foxswsxp H. New. With a 
Frontispiece in Photogravure.  Demey 820. 
75. Ot. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Wordsworth (\V.) and Colerldge (S. T.). 
See Little Library. 

Wright (Arthur), M.A., Fellow of Queen's 
CAlleze, Cambridge. See Churchman's 
Library. 


See Anti- 


See Dante. 

Wright (J. ©.) TODAV. Demy i1Goe. 
1s. 6d. net. 

Wright (Sophie). GERMAN VOCABU- 
ae FOR REPETITION, Fea, 820. 
15. Cae 

Wrong (George M.), Professor of History 
in the Universicy of Toronto. THE 
EARL UF ELGIN. Mlustrated. Demy 
Sve. 75. Gd. net, 

A Colonial E-dition is also published. 
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Wyatt (Kate M.). See M. R. Gloag. 

Wylde(A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA. 
With a Map and a Portrait. Demy 8vo. 
15s. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Wyndham (kt. Hon. George). M.P. THE 
POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE. 
SPEARE. With an Introduction and 
Notes. Demy 870. Buckram, gilt top. 
tos. 6d, 

Wyon(R.) and Prance(G.). THE LAND 
Or THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being 
a Description of Montenegro. With 40 
Illustrations. C7. 870. 25s. 6d. net. 

Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH 
VERSE. Selected from Modern Writers. 





|; Zimmern (Antonia). 


MEssrs. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE 


ioe ana Enlarged Edition. Cr. 8vo0. 

38. e 

Mounk (Filson) THE COMPLETE 
MOTORIST. With 138 Illustrations. 
Stxrth Edition. Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE JOY OF THE ROAD: An Apprecia- 

tion of the Motor Car. Small Demy 8vo. 


ss. met. 
Young (T. M.). THE AMERICAN 
COTTON INDUSTRY: A_ Study of 


Work and Workers. Cr. 8vo0. Cloth, 2s. 6d. ; 
paper boards, 1s. 6d. 
WHAT DO WE 


KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRI.- 
CITY? Fcap. 8v0, 15. 6d. met. 


Ancient Cities 
General Editor, B. C. A. WINDLE, D.Sc., F.R.S. 


Cr. 8vo. 


CHESTER. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc. F.R.S. 
Illustrated by FE. H. New. 
SHREWSBURY. By T. Auden, M.A., F.S.A. 


Illustrated. 
CANTERBURY. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. 
By M. G. Williamson, M.A. 


Illustrated. 
EDINBURGH. 
Illustrated by Herbert Railton. 


4s. 6d. net. 


Lincotn. By E. Mansel Sympson, M.A., 
M.D. Illustrated by FE. H. New. 

Bristot. By Alfred Harvey. Illustrated 
by iH New, 

Dusiin. ByS.A. O. Fitzpatrick. Illustrated 


by W. C. Green. 


The Antiquary’s Books 
General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A. 


Demy 8vo. 


EnciisH Monastic Lirk. By the Right 
Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S B. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. 

REMAINS OF THE PREHISTORIC AGE IN 
ENGLAND. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., 
F.R.S. With numerous Illustrations and 
Plans. 

Otp Service Books oF THE ENGLISH 
CuurcH. By Christopher Wordsworth, 
M.A., and Henry Littlehaless With 
Coloured and other I]lustrations. 

Ceitic Art. By J. Romilly Allen, F.S.A. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 

ARCHAOLOGY AND FaLsE ANTIQUITIES. 
By R. Munro, LL.D. Illustrated. 

SHRINES OF BriTisH SAINTS. By J.C. Wall. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 


75. 6d. net. 


Tue Rovar Forests or ENGLAND. By J. 
C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. Illustrated. 

Tue Manor AND MANORIAL RECORDS. 
By Nathaniel J. Hone. IIlustrated. 

ENGLISH SEALS. By J. Harvey Bloom. 
Illustrated. 

THE Domsspay Inquest. By Adolphus 
Ballard, B.A., LL.B. With 27 Illustrations. 

THe BrasseEs OF ENGLAND. By Herbert 
W. Macklin, M.A. With many Illustrations. 

ParisH LirE IN MEDIAVAL ENGLAND. By 
the Right Rev. Abbott Gasquet, O.S.B. 
With many Illustrations. Second Edition. 

Tue BELts oF ENGLAND. By Canon J. J. 
Raven, D.D., F.S.A. With Illustrations. 
Second Edition. 


The Arden Shakespeare 


Demy 8vo. 


2s. 6a. net each volume. 


General Editor, W. J. CRAIG. 


An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays. 


Edited with a full Introduction, Textual 


Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 


HAMLET. Edited by Edward Dowden. 
RoMEO AND JULIET. 
Dowden. 


Edited by Edward 





KinG Lear. Edited by W. J. Craig. | 
ULIUS CAESAR. Edited by M. Macmillan. 
HE TEMPEST Edited by Moreton Luce. 


Continued. 
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Ornkiiv. Edited by H.C. Har 

an ANDRONICUS. Edited by i. PB. Bail- 
on 

Cymskuing. Edited by Edward Dowden. 

‘THe Merry Wives or Winpsok. Edited by 
MN. C. Hire. 

A Mipsummer Nicut’s Dream, Edited by 


H. Cuningham. 
Kine Henry VV. Edited by Hl. A. Fvan« 
Auw’s Wea. Tat Exps Wri. Edited by 
W. O. Brigstocke. 
Tur TaminG or thre Surew. Edited by 
R. Warwick Bond. 
Timon ovr Atnens. Edited by K. Deighton, 
WESSURS FOR Measure. Edited by i 
art. 


Tweutrtiu Nicut. Edited by Moreton Luce. 


2! 


Tak Merrcuanr ov Venice. Edited by 


C. KRuox Pooler. 


‘TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Edited by kK. 


Deighton. 

ANTONY AND CLruparra. Fdited by R. HH. 
Case. 

Love's Lasotr’s Lost. Fdited by H. C 
Hart. 

Tut Two GextTLeMaN or VerRuna. R, 


Warwick Bond. 
Pericies, Edited by K. Deighton. 
Tur Commpy or Errors. Edited by H. 


Cuningham. 

Kina Rickarp in Edited by A. H. 
Thompson. 

Kixc Jous. Edited by Ivor B. John. 


The Beginner’s Books 
Edited by W. WILLIAMSON, B.A. 


Fiasv Frrenciu RityMes. ny Henri Blouet. 
Second Edition. Wlustrated. cap. 870. 15. 


Easy STORIES FROM ENGutsu History. By 


FE. M. Wilmot-Buxton, Author of ‘ Makers 


of Europe.’ Second Fdition. Cr. 800. 15. 


Fasy Exercisks tN ARITHMETIC. Arranged 
by W. S. Beard. Second dition. Feap. 


With Answers. 


By W. 


8vo, Without Answers, 1s. 
1s. 3c. 

Easy Dictation AND SPELLING. 
Wilhamson, B.A. Fifth Edition. Feap. 
8vo. 15. 

AN Easy Postry Boor. Selected and 
arranged by W. Williamson, B.A., Author 
of * Dictation Passages.’ Cr. 829. 15. 


Books on Business 


Cr. Svo0. 


Ports anv Docks. By Douglas Owen. 
Rattways, By E.R. McDermott. 


‘THRE Stock Excuance. By Chas. Duguid. 
Second Edition. 
Tur Bustness oF Insurance. By A. J. 


Wilson. 

Tne ExvecrricaL Inoustry: Licutina, 
ih ROS UNs AND Power. By A. G. Whyte, 
Lac; 

Turk Sutpsuttpinc ENpustry: Its History, 
Science, Practice, and Finance. By David 
Pollock, M.E.N.A. 

Tus Money Market. By F. Straker. 

Tne Business Sipe or AGRICULTURE, 
A. G. L. Rogers, M.A. 

Law 1n Business. By H. 

Tur BrRewinc PausEnes 
Baler, F21.C., FCS. 


By 


A. Wilson. 
By Julian LL. 


2s. 6d. nel. 


Tur Automoni.e INpustRy. 
Stone, 

MINING AND 
‘A. Moil.’ 

Tur Business oF ADVERTISING. By Clarence 
G. Moran, Barrister-at-Law. Illustrated. 

Trabe Unions. By G. Drage. 

Civit ENGINEERING. By T Claxton Fidler, 
M. Inst. C.F. Hlustrated. 

Tue TRON Traber or Great Britatx. By 
J. Stephen Jeans. Illustrated. 

Monopouiks, Trusts, anb KarTeEtis. By 
F. W. Hirst. 

Tue Cotron Inpustry axp Travr. By 
Prof. S. J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty 
of Cominerce in the University of Man- 
chester. Illustrated. 


By G. de H. 


MininG Investments. By 


Byzantine Texts 


Edited by J. B. BURY, 


M.A., Litt. D. 


A series of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars, 


ZACHARIAH OF MiTYLENE, Translated by F. 
J. Hanilton, D.D., and E, W. Brooks. 
Demy 870, 125. Od. net, 


EVAGRIUS. 


M. Bidez. Demy 870. 1058. 6d. met. 


Edited by Léon Parmentier and | Tuk CHRONICLE oF MoxrA. 


Tur History or Psevvus. eee by C. 
Sathas. Demy 8eo. 155. me 

Ectugsis CHRONICA. Edited by Professor 
Lambros. Demy 8v0. 75. 6d. net. 

Fdited by Joba 

358. nee. 


Schinitt. Demy dve 
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The Churchman’s Bible 
General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E. 
Fcap. 8vo. 15. 6d. net each, 


A series of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which will be -of service to the 
general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text. 

Fach Book is provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, in which is 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com- 
position of the Book, and any other particulars that may help to elucidate its meaning 
us awhole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre- 
sponding as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are 


deemed necessary being placed in footnotes. 


THE Epist_e or St. Paut THE APOSTLE TO 
THE GALATIANS. Edited by A. W. Robin- 
son, M.A. Second Edition. 


CCHRE NS CRS. Edited by A. W. Streane, 


‘THE Epistie oF St. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO 
THE PHILIPPIANS. Edited by C. R. D. 
Biggs, D.D. Second Edition. 


THe Epist.e oF St. JAMES. 


Edited by 
H. W. Fulford, M.A. 


IsalaAH. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D. Zzwe 
Volumes. With Map. 2s. net each. 

THE Epistie or St. Paut THE APOSTLE TO 
THE EpuHeEsIANS. Edited by G. H. Whitaker, 
M.A. 

THE GospEt ACCORDING To St. Mark. 
Edited by J. C. du Buisson, M.A. 2s. 6d. 
net. . 

St. Pauv’s Epist_es To THE COLOSSIANS 
AND PHILEMON. Edited by H. J.C. Knight, 
M.A. 2Se nel 


The Churchman’s Library 
General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E, 


Crown 8vo. 


THE BEGINNINGS OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. | EVOLUTION. 


By W. FE. Collins, M.A. With Map. 

Somer New TESTAMENT PROBLEMS. 
Arthur Wright, D.D 6s. 

‘THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN HERE AND HERE- 
AFTER. By Canon Winterbotham, M.A., 
BeSc., LL.B. 

THE WORKMANSHIP OF THE PRAYER Book : 
Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. Py J. 
Dowden, D.D. Second Edition, 


By 


35. 6a. each. 


By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D. 

THE OLD TESTAMENT ANDTHE NEWSCHOLAR- 
SHIP. By J. W.:Peters, D.D. 6s. 

THE CHURCHMAN’S INTRODUCTION TO THE 
O.p TKsTAMENT. By A.M. Mackay, B.A. 

THe CuHurcu or Curist. By E. T Green, 
M.A. 6s. 

COMPARATIVE THEOLOGY. 


By Je A. Mac- 
Culloch. 6s. 


Classical Translations 
Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A., Iellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 
Crown Svo. 


A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished by literary 
excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy. 


JEscuHyLus — Agamemnon, Choephoroe, FEu- 
menides. ‘Translated by J.ewis Campbell, 
Libs ss: 

Cicrro—De Oratore I. Translated by F. N. 
P: Moor, M.A. 3s..6d. 

Cickro—Select Orations (Pro Milone, Pro 
Mureno, Philippic m., in Catilinam). Trans- 
lated by H. E. D. Blakiston, M.A. 5s. 

Cicrkro—De Natura Deorum. ‘Translated by 
F. Brooks, M.A. 35. 647. 

CicEro—De Officiis. Translated by G. B. 
Gardiner, M.A. 2s. 6d. 


Horack—The Odes and Epodes. Translated 
by A. D. Godley, M.A. 2s. 

Luctan—Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, Icaro-Me- 
nippus, The Cock, The Ship, The Parasite, 
The Lover of Falsehood) ‘Translated by S. 
T. Irwin, M.A. 3s. 6d. 

SopHoctres—Electra and Ajax. Translated by 
EK. D. A. Morshead, M.A. 2s. 6d. 

Tacirus—Agricola and Germania. Trans- 
lated by R. B. Townshend. 2s. 6d. 

THE SATIRES OF JUVENAL. Translated by 
S. G. Owen. 2s. 6d, 
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Classics of Art 
Edited by Dr. J. U. W. LAING 


Tue Art or THE GRKERKS. Hy H. B. Walters. 
With 112 Plates and 18 Ullustrations in the 
Text. Wide Royal &8zo. 125. 6d. net. 





VELAzQuEZ. Vy A. de Heruete. 


With 94 
Plates. MWide Neyal 80, 


105. 6. med. 


Commercial Series 
Edited by H. bE B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 
Crown Sve. 


CoMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN Titkorvy AND 
Practice. By BE. Ek. Whitheld, MiN. 55. 


An introduction to Methucn’s Cowmerctal | CosmMErciar AgITHMBTIC. 
Series treating the question of Commercial | 


Education fully from both the point of view 
of the teacher and of the parent. 

igirisa) COMMERCE AND COLONIES FROM 
Kuszasrra to Vicrona. By H. de b. 
Gibbins, Litt.])., M.A. 7hésdt Ralition. as. 

ComMMERCIAL EXAMINATION Pareks. By H. 
de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. 1s. Gd. 

‘Tne Economics or Commerce, By H. de 
BR. ine Litt. D., M.A. Second Edition, 
1S. O«f, 

A GERMAN Commercisn RBADER. By S. FE. 
Bally. With Vocabulary. 2s. 

A ComMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY OY THE Dreristt 
MeurmkeE. By Lo W. Lyde, M.A. fi/ta 
kidition, 25. 

A Commercial. GrhocRAriy oF 


Nations. By I. C. Boon, B.A. 2s. 


ovr Business 
Third kdition. 15. 


A Primer 


hy 5. Jackson, 
M.A, ; 


By P.G. Taylor, 


MLN. Fourca Edition. 15. 6d. 
Frencit Cosmerciar Cockesronpaence. by 
S. bk. Bally. With Vocabulary.  Shird 


kidlition. 2s. 

GEKMAN CoMMERCIAL Cokkesronvencr. By 
S. EK. Bally. With Vocabulary. Second 
Fidlition, 25. 6d. 

A Frenxcu Comsmrctar Reaper. By S. E. 
Bally. With Vocabulary. Second Edition. 2s. 

Prects Writing anv Oreice Cokresponp- 


EXCE. Dy BE. B. Whitfield, M.A. Secona 
Aidition. 25. 


A Geuipe to Provessions anp Business. 
By H. Jones. 15. Gf. 

Tue Priscircesor Book-KeErinc hv DousLe 
Kintky. By J. KE. B. M‘Alen, M.A. as. 


ForEIGN | Commexcian Law. Ky W. Douglas Edwards. 


Second Edition. 25. 


The Connoisseur's Library 


Wide Noyal 82. 


255. uel. 


A sumptuous series of 20 books on art, written: by experts for collectors, superbly 


Wlustrated in photogravure, collotype, and colour. 


duly treated. The first volumes are— 
Mezzorints. By Cyril Davenport. 
Plates in Photogravure. 


Porcerain. By Edward Dillon. With 1y 
Plates in Colour, 20 in Collotype, and 5 in 
Photogravure. 

Miniatures. By Dudley Heath. With 9 
Plates in Colour, 15 in Collotype, and 15 in | 
Photogravure. 


Ivories. By A. Maskell. With 80 Plates in 
Collotype and Photogravure. . 

Lxcusu Furniruke. By F. S. Robinson. 
With 160 Plates in Collotype and one in 
Photogravure. Second Ldition. 


With 40 








The technical side of the art is 


Evxorean Bxaneins fy Henry HH. Cunyng- 
hame, CB. With 54 Plates in Collotype 
and Half-tone and ¢ Plates in Colour. 


GoLpssitHs’ AND Stnverssitas’ Work. By 
Nelson Dawson. With many Piates in 
Collotype and a Frontispiece in Photo- 
gravure. 

Exerisn Corourstp Booxs. By Martin 
Haidie. With 28 Illustrations in Colour 
and Collotype. 

Grass, By Edward Dillon. With 37 Ilus- 
trations in Collotype and 12 in Colour. 


The Library of Devotion 
With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small Pott Svo, cloth, 2s. 3 teather, 25. Od. net. 


Tie Conressions oF St. AvcrstTink. Edited 


by C. Bigg, DD. Fifth Eatttron, 
Tue Cristian VEAR. 
Lock, D.D. V4ird Edition. 


Edited by Walter 


Tre Isiration cv Crist. Edited by C. 
Bigg, D.D. Fourth Edition. 

A Book or Devotions. Edited by J. W. 
Stanbridge. B.D. Second Eaition. 


(Continued 
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THe Library oF Drevorion—continued. 


Lyra INNOCENTIUM. Edited by Walter 
Lock, D.D 

A Serious CALL To A DevouT AND HoLy 
Lirg. Edited by C. Bigg, D.D. /ourth 
Edition. 

Tue Tempe. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Second Edition. 
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Lyra Sacra: A Book of Sacred Verse. 
Edited by H. C. Beeching, M.A., Canon of 
Westminster. 

A Day Book FROM THE SAINTS AND FATHERS. 
Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D. 

HEAVENLY Wispvom. A Selection from the 
English Mystics. Edited by E. C. Gregory. 


A GuibE To ETERNITY. Edited by J. W. | Licut, Lire, and Love. A Selection from the 


Stanbridge, B.D. 
Tue Psaums oF Davip. Edited by B. W. 
Randolph, D.D. 
Lyra APOSTOLICA. 


and Canon H. C. Beeching, M.A. 
THE INNER Way. By J. Tauler. 
A. W. Hutton, M.A. 
THe TuHoucuts oF Pascat. Edited by C. 
By St. Francis de 


S. Jerram, M.A. 
On THE LovE or Gop, 
Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little, M.A. 
A ManvuaL OF CONSOLATION FROM THE 
SAINTS AND Faruers. Edited by J. H. 
Burn, B.D. 
a Sonc oF Sones. Edited by B. Blaxland, 
sie 


THE Devotions oF St. ANSELM. Edited by 
C. C. J. Webb, M.A. 

Grace AsounpinG. By John Bunyan. Edited 
by S.C. Freer, M.A 

BisHop WIitson’s SACRA PRivaTa. Edited 
by A. E. Burn, B.D. 


By Cardinal Newman | 
and others. Edited by Canon Scott Holland © 


Edited by | 


German Mystics. Edited byW.R.Inge, M.A. 

An INtTRopucTION To THE Devout LIFE. 
By St. Francis de Sales. Translated and 
Edited by T. Barns, M.A. 


MANCHESTER AL Monvo: a Contemplation 


of Death and Immortality. By Henry 
Montagu, Earl of Manchester. With an 
Introduction by Elizabeth Waterhouse, 
Editor of ‘ A Little Book of Lifeand Death.’ 

Tue LitTLe Flowers oF THE GLoriovus 
Messer St. FRANCIS AND OF _ HIS 
Friars. Done into English by W. Hey- 
wood. With an Introduction by A. G. 
Ferrers Howell. 

THe SpinituAL Guip_g, which disentangles 
the Soul and brings it by the Inward Way 
to the Getting of Perfect Contemplation 
and the Rich Treasure of Internal Peace. 
Written by Dr. Michael de Molinos, Priest. 
Translated from the Italian copy printed at 
Venice, 1685. Printed in the year 
MDCLXXxvill. Edited by the Hon. Mrs. 
Arthur Lyttelton. 


The Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books 


Ficap 8vo. 


38. 6d. net each volume. 


A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 


general literature. 
without introduction or notes. 


These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions 
The Illustrations are chiefly in colour. 


COLOURED BOOKS 


Otp CoLourED Books. By George Paston. 
With 16 Coloured Plates. Fcaf. 8vo. 28. net. 

THE Life AND DEATH OF JOHN MyTTon, Esa. 
By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by 
Henry Alken and T. J. Rawlins. /ourth 
Edition. 

THe Lire oF A SrortsMAN. By Nimrod. 
With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Alken. 

HANDLEY Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With 
17 Coloured Plates and 100 Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. Sccond Edition. 

Mr. Sponce’s SportTinG Tour. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and go 
Woodcuts in the Text by John Leech. 

Jorrocks’ JAUNTs AND JoLuities. ByR.S. 
Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H. 
Alken. Second Edition. 

This volume is reprinted from the ex- 
tremely rare and costly edition of 1843, which 
contains Alken’s very fine illustrations 
instead of the usual ones by Phiz. 

Ask Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 
Coloured Plates and 7a Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. 


THE ANALYSIS OF THE HunTING Fieitp. By 
R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates by 
Henry Alken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood. 

THe Tour oF Dr. Synrax IN SEARCH OF 
TUE PicruresguE. By William Combe. 
With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

Tue Tour or Doctor SyNTAx 1N SEARCH 
or CONSOLATION. By William Combe. 
With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

Tue Tuirp Tour or Doctor Syntax 1N 
SEARCH OF A Wire. By William Combe. 
With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

Tue History or JOHNNY QuAE GENUS: the 
Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax. 
By the Author of ‘ The Three Tours.’ With 
24 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 

Tux Enciisy DANCE oF DeEatH, from the 
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 
Illustrations by the Author of ‘ Doctor 
Syntax.’ Two Volumes. 

This book contains 76 Coloured Plates. 

Tut Danceor Lire: A Poem. By the Author 
of ‘Doctor Syntax.’ Illustrated with 26 
Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson. 
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ItiuSTRATED PocKrt LispRary OF PLAIN AND Cotourrp Booxks—confinwed. 


Lire tn Lonron: or, the Day and Night 
Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and his 
Elegant Friend, Corinthian ‘fom. By 
Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by 
I. R. and G, Cruikshank. With numerous 
Designs on Wood. 

REAL Lire in Lonpon: or, the Rambles 
and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Esq., and 
his Cousin, The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an 
Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Coloured 
Plates by Alken and Rowlandson, etc. 
Two Iolusmes. 

THe Lire or an Actor. By Pierce Egan. 
With 27 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane, 
and several Designs on Wood. 

THe Vicar oF WAKEFIELD. By Oliver Gold- 
smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Row- 
landson., 

THe MirtTaky ADVENTURES OF eae 
Newcome. By an Officer. With 15 Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

Tre Nationa Sports or Great BriTAIN. 
With Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plates 
by Henry Alken. 

This book is completely different from the 
large folio edition of ‘ National Sports’ by 
the same artist, and none of the plates are 
similar, 


PLAIN 


Tue Gravr: A Poem. By Robert Blair. 
Illustrated by 12 Etchings executed by Louis 
Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of 
William Blake. Withan Engraved Title Page 
and a Portrait of Blake by I. Phillips, R.A. 

The illustrations are reproduced in photo- 
gravure, 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE Book oF Jos. 
vented and engraved by William Blake. 

These famous Il]lustrations—21 in number 
—are reproduced in photogravure. 

‘Esor’s Fasies. With 380 Woodcuts by 
Thomas Bewick. 

Winosor Castce. By W. Harrison Ainsworth. 
With o2 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text 
by George Cruikshank. 


In- 


Tre Apventunes or A Post Cartain. By 
A Naval Officer. With 24 Coloured Plates 
by Mr. Williams. 


Gamonta 2 or, the Art of Preserving Gaime ; 
and an Improved Method of making Planta- 
tions and Covers, explained and illustrated 
by Lawrence Rawstorne, Esq. With 15 
Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins. 

Ax ACADEMY FoR Grown Horsemen: Con- 
taining the completest Instructions for 
Walking, Trotting, Cantering, Galloping, 
Stumbling, and Tumbling. Illustrated with 
27 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 
Portrait of the Anthor. By Geoffrey 
Gambado, Esq. 


Reat Lire 1n Ireranp, or, the Day and 
Night Scenes of Brian Boru, Esq., and his 
Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn ot erty 
By a Real Paddy. With 19 Coloure 
by Heath, Marks, etc. 


Tne ADVENTURES OF JouNNY NewcomeE IN 
THE Navy. By Alfred Burton. With 16 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 


Tur Orv Enouisn Seuirr: A Poem. By 
ohn Careless, Esq. With 20 Colonred 
lates after the style of T. Rowlandeon. 


7: 
Plates 


BOOKS 


Tir Tower or Lonpox. By W. Harrison 
Ainsworth. With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcuts 
in the Text by George Cruikshank. 

FRANK Faircecu. By F. E. Smedley. With 
30 Plates by George Cruikshank. : 

Haxpy Anny. By Samuel Lover. With 24 
Illustrations by the Author. 

Tue Compceat Anccer. By Izaak Walton 
and Charies Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77 
Woodcuts in the Text. 

This volume is reproduced from the beauti- 
ful edition of John Major of 1824. 

Tue Pickwick Parers. By Charles Dickens. 
With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and 
Phiz, the two Buss Ptates, and the 32 Con- 
temporary Onwbyn Plates. 


Junior Examination Series 


Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. 


Junior Frenci EXaMInaTion Papers. 
F. Jacob, M.A. Second Edition. 


Feap. 8v0. 15. 


By | Junior GREEK EXAMINATION Pargrs. By T. 


C. Weatherhead, M.A. 


Junior Latin Examination Parers. ByC.| Junior GENERAL INFORMATION ExaMina- 


G. Botting, B.A. Fourth Edition. 
Junior ENGLISH EXAMINATION PAPERS. 
W. Williamson, B.A. 
Junior ARITHMETIC EXAMINATION PAPERS. 
By W.S. Beard. Thtrd Edition. 
Junior ALGEBRA EXAMINATION PaPrRs. 
S. W. Finn, M.A. 


TION Papers. By W. S. Beard. 


By A KEY TO THF ABOVE. 35. 6d. nef. 
Junior GeocrarHy EXaMInation PAapPers. 


By W. G. Baker, M.A. 


By! Junior GERMAN EXAMINATION Parars. By 


A. Voegelin, M.A. 
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THE LITTLE Lisprary—continued. 


Barham (R. H.)} THE INGOLDSBY 
LEGENDS. Edited by J. B. ArTvay. 
Two Volumes. 


Barnett (Mrs. P. A.) A LITTLE BOOK 
OF ENGLISH PROSE. 


Beckford (William) THE HISTORY 
OF THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited 
by E. Denison Ross. 


Blake (William). SELECTIONS FROM 
WILLIAM BLAKE. Kdited by M. 
PERUGINI. 


Borrow (George), LAVENGRO. Edited 
by F. Hinpes Groomer. Two Volumes. 
THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by Joun 

SAMPSON. 

Brevaine Robert) SELECTIONS 
FR HE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. 
Hate GriFFin, M.A. 


Canning (George), SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTI-JACOBIN: with _GrorGE 
CANNING’s additional Poems. Edited by 
Lioyp SANDERS. 


Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF 
ABRAHAM COWLEY. Edited by H. C. 


MINCHIN. 
— Coe ek SELECTIONS FROM 


BBE. Edited by A. C. 


See 

Craik (Mrs.).) JOHN HALIFAX, 
GENTLEMAN. Edited by ANNE 
ie reece Two Volumes. 


Crashaw (Richard) THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 
Edited by Epwarp Hutton. 


Dante gaat ntert). THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE Translated by H. F. Cary. 
aited by Pacet ToyrnsBeg, M.A., D.Litt. 

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Pacer 
ToyvnsBEk, M.A., D.Litt. 

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Pacer 
ToynBer, M.A., D.Litt. 

Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 
Edited by R. A. STREATFEILD. 

Deane (A. C.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
LIGHT VERSE. 

Dickens (Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 
Two Volumes. 

Ferrier (Susan. MARRIAGE. Edited 
b GoopricH - FREER and Lorp 
IDDESLEIGH. Two Volumes. 

THE INHERITANCE. TZwo Volumes. 

Gaskell(Mrs.).§ CRANFORD. Edited by 
E. V. Lucas. Second Edition. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel). THE SCARLET 
LETTER. Edited by Percy DEARMER. 

Henderson (T. F.)} A LITTLE BOOK 
OF SCOTTISH VERSE. 
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Keats (John). POEMS. With an Intro- 
duction by L. Binyon, and Notes by J. 
MASBEFIELD. 

Kinglake (A. W.). EOTHEN. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Second Edition. 

Lamb (Charles) ELIA, AND THE 
LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. Edited by 
E. V. Lucas. 

rapokecr F.) LONDON LYRICS. Edited 
ane . Gopiey, M.A. A reprint of the 

rst "Edition. 

Longfellow (H. W.)} SELECTIONS 
FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by 
L. M. FAIruFULL. 

Marvell (Andrew), THE POEMS OF 
ANDREW MARVELL. Edited by EF. 
W RIGHT. 

Milton (John) THE MINOR POEMS 

OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C. 
BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster. 


Moir (D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH. Edited 
by T. F. HENDERSON. 


Nichols (J. B. B.) A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. 


Rochefoucauld (La). THE MAXIMS OF 
LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Translated 
by Dean STANHOPE. Edited by G. H. 
PoweELt. 


Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED 
ee Edited by A. D. GopLey, 


Sterne Re ee A SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paut. 


Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY-.- 

SON. Edited by J. CHURTON CoLLins, 
A 


IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C. 
BEEcHING, M.A 
THE PRINCESS. 
WoRDsSWORTH. 
MAUD. Edited by ErizasetH WorpDsworTH. 


Thackeray(W.M.) VANITY FAIR. 
Edited by S. Gwynn. Three Volumes. 
PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 

Three Volumes. 
ESMOND. Edited by S. Gwy 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. EditedbyS. GwYNn. 
Vaughan (Henry), THE POEMS OF 
HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Epwarp 
HuTTon. 


Walton (Izaak). THE COMPLEAT 
ANGLER. Edited by J. Bucnan. 
Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 
by. Ninth Edition. 
Also on Japanese Paper. 
net. 
Wordsworth(W.). SELECTIONS FROM 
WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowrtr 
C. SMITH. 
Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.). 
LYRICAL BALLADS, Edited by GEorcs 
SAMPSON. 


Edited by ExizaABETH 


Leather. 55. 
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The Little Quarto Shakespeare 
Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes, 


fot? 16m0. In 40 Volumes. 


Leather, price ts. net each volume. 
Mahogany Revolving Book Case. 


10s. nel. 


Miniature Library 


Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of 
humanity, devotion, or literary genius. 


EKurnranor: A Dialogue on 


Youth. = By | 
Edward FitzGerald. 


“rom the edition pub- | 
lished oy W. Pickering in 1851. Demy 
32me. Leather, 2s. net. 

Potontus: or Wise Saws and Modern In- 
stances. By Edward FitzGerald. From 
the edition published by W. Pickering in 
1852. Demy32mo0. Leather, 25. nel. 

THe RusdAivAr or Omar KuayvAm. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the rst edition 
of 1859, Lhkird Edition. Leather, 15. net. 


Tre Lire or Epwarp, Lorn Hexrnert or 
Cnersury. Written by himself. From the 
edition printed at Strawberry Hill in the 
year 1764. Medium 32mo. Leather, 25. net. 

Tur Vistons or Dom Francisco Quevepo 
Vittecas, Knight of the Order of St. 
James. Made English by R. L. From the 
edition printed for H. Herringman, 1668 
Leather. 25. net. s 

Poems. By Dora Greenwell. From the edi- 
tion of 16848. Leather, 25. net. 


Oxford Biographies 


Feap. Svo. 


Dante Aricutert. By Paget Toynbee, M.A., | 
D.Litt. With 12 Hluserations. Second | 
Edition. 

SAVONAROLA. By FE. L.S. Horsburgh, M.A. 
With 12 Hlustrations. Second Edttion. | 

Joun Howarp. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., | 
Bishop of Gloucester. With 12 Hlustrations. 

Tennyson. By A. C. Benson, M.A. With 
9 Hlustrations. 


WaLTeER RaceiGuH. by I. A. Taylor. With 
t2 Hlustrations. : 
Exasmus. By E. F. H. Capey. With 12 


Hlustrations. 
Tre Younc PRETENDER. 


By C. S.. erry. 
With 12 Illustrations. 


Each volume, cloth, 25. 6d. net; leather, 35. 6d. net. 


Roserr Burns. By T. F. Henderson. 
With 12 Ilustrations. 

Cuatuam. By A. 5S. M‘Dowall. With 12 
Illustrations. 


Sr. Francis or Assist. By Anna M. Stod- 


dart. With 16 Illustrations. 

Canninc. By W. Alison Phillips. With 12 
Illustrations. 

| Beaconsrizitp. By Walter Sichel. With 12 
Illustrations. 


Gorrne. By H. G. Atkins. Witb 12 fllus- 
trations. 


School Examination Series 


Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Cr. 8vo0. 


French EXAMINATION Parers. By A. M. 
M. Stedman, M.A. Fosrteenth Edition. 
A Kev, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Fifth Edition. 
Crown Szvo. 6s. met. 
Latin EXAMINATION Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Thirteenth Edition. 
Kev (Sirth Edition) issued as above. 
6s. net. 
Greek EXamMtnaTion Parers. By A. M. AM. 
Stedman, M.A. .Viath Edition. 
Kev (Third Edition) issued as above. 
os. met, 
German Examination Parers. By R. J. 
Morich. Siath £dition. 


Freneron. By Viscount St Cyres. With 
12 Illustrations. 
2s. 6d. 
Kev (Third Edition) issued as abore 
6s. mel. 
History AND GEOGRAPHY EXAMINATION 
Papers. By C. H. Spence, M.A. Second 
Edition. 


Puysics Examination Parers. By R. E. 
Steel, M.A., F.CS. 


GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EXAMINATION 
Parers. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. 
Sirth Edition. 


Kev (Fourth Edition) issued as above. 
os. met. 


EXAMINATION Pavers tx Enoutsn History. 
By J. Tait Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A, 
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School Histories 


Illustrated. 


A ScHOOL HisTorRY OF WARWICKSHIRE. 
B.C. A. Wittdle,; D.Sc., FE. Ras. 


A Scuoot History or Somerset. By 
Walter Raymond. 
A Scnoot Hisrory oF LANCASHIRE. by 


W. E. Rhodes. 


Crown 8z0. 
By | A Scuoeo., History oF SURREM. 


A Scxuoot History or MIDDLESEX. 


Is. 6d. 


By H. E. 
Malden, M.A 


By V. 
G. Plarr and F. W. Walton. 


Textbooks of Science 
Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M.A., B.Sc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A. 


Practica, Mecnuanics. By Sidney H. Wells. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

Practica Puysics. By H. Stroud, D.Sc., 
M.A. Cm. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

PRACTICAL CHeEMisTRY. Part 1. By W. 
French, M.A. Cy». 8vo. Fourth Edition. 
1s. 6d. Parti. By W. French, M.A., and 
T. H. Boardman, M.A. Cm 8vo. 15. 6d. 

TECHNICAL ARITHMETIC AND GEOMETRY. 


By C. T. Millis, M.ILM.E. Cyr. 8vo. 
38. 6a. 
EXAMPLES 1N Pnuysics. By C. E. Jackson, 
A. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6a. 


Piant Lire, Studies in Garden and School. 
By Horace F. Jones, F.C.S. With 320 
Diagrams. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

Tue Compete ScHoo, Cuemistry. By F. 
Oldham, B.A. ITlustrated. Cr. 8vo, 

AN ORGANIC CHEMISTRY FOR SCHOOLS AND 
TECHNICAL InstrruTEs. ByA. E. Dunstan, 
B.Sc. (Lond.), F.C.S. UWlustrated. Cy. 8ve. 

ELEMENTARY SCIENCE FOR Puri TEACHERS. 
Puysics Section. By W. T. Clough, 
A.R.C.S. (Lond.), F.C.S.” Uhigristray 
Section. By A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. (Lond.), 
F.C.S. With 2 Plates and ro Diagrams. 
Cr. 8vo. 25. 


Methuen’s Simplified French Texts 
Edited by T. R. N. CROFTS, M.A. 
One Shilling cach. 


L’HIsTorrE D'UNE Tuire. Adapted by T. R. 
N.Crofts, M.A. 
ABDALLAN. Adapted by J. A. Wilson. 


Adapted by H. 
Adapted by J. F. 


LA CHANSON DE RoLanpb, 
Rieu, M.A 

MEMOIRES DE CADICHON. 
Rhoades. 


Methuen’s Standard Library 
in Sixpenny Volumes. 


Tut STanparD Lisrary is a new series of volumes containing the great classics of the 
world, and particularly the finest works of English literature. All the great masters will be 
represented, either in complete works or in selections. It is the ambition of the publishers to 
place the best books of the Anglo-Saxon race within the reach of every reader, so that the 
series may represent something of the diversity and splendour of our English tongue. The 
characteristics of THE STANDARD LisRary are four :—1. SOUNDNESS OF TEXT. 2. CHEAPNESS. 
3. CLEARNESS OF TyPE. 4. SIMPLICITY. The books are well printed on good paper at a 
price which on the whole is without parallel inthe history of publishing. Each volume con- 
tains from 100 to 250 pages, and is issued in paper covers, Crown 8vo, at Sixpence net, or in 
cloth gilt at One Shilling net. In a few cases long books are issued as Double Volumes 
or as Treble Volumes. 

The following books are ready with the exception of those marked with a ¢, which denotes 
that the book is nearly ready :— 


THe Meprirations or Marcus Auretius. , THE Pitcrim’s Procress. By John Bunyan. 


The translation is by R. Graves. 
Tue NoveE.s or JANE AUSTEN. In5 volumes. 
Vor. 1.—Sense and Sensibility. 
Essays AND CounsEets and Tue New 


ATLANTIS. By Francis Bacon, Lord 
Verulam. 
Reiicio Mepici and Urn Buriat. By 


Sir Thomas Browne. The text has been 
collated by A. R. Waller. 


REFLECTIONS ON THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 
By Edmund Burke. 

THE PoEMS AND SONGS OF RoBERT BuRNS. 
Double Volume. 

Tue ANALOGY oF RELIGION, NATURAL AND 
REVEALED. By Joseph Butler, D.D. 

Tue Poems oF THomMAS CHATTERTON, 
volumes. 

Vol. 1.~Miscellaneous Poems. 
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#Vol. 11.—The Rowley Poems. 
t{Tue New Live anp Sonnets. By Dante. 
Translated into English by D G. Rossetti. 
Tom Jones. By Henry Fielding. Treble Vol. 

Cranvord. By Mrs. Gaskell. 


Tue History or Tue Dec tine AND FALt or 


Tur RoMAN Empixe. By Edward Gibbon. 
In 7 double volumes. 
The Text and Notes have been revised by 
. B. Bury, Litt.D., but the Appendices of 
the more expensive edition are not given. 
{Tue Vicar or WakeEFieLp. By Oliver 
Goldsmith. 
THe PokMsANDPLaysor OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
Tie Works or BEN Jonson. 

Von. 1.—The Case is Altered. Every Man 
in His Humour. Every Man out of His 
Humour. 

Vol. 11. —Cynthia’s Revels; The Poetaster. 
Thetext has been collated hy H.C. Hart. 

Tug Poems or JoHnN Keats. Double volume. 
The Text has been collated by E. de 
Selincourt. 

ON THE IMITATION oF CHRIST. 
a Kempis. 

The translation is by C. Bigg, DD., 
Canon of Christ Church. 

A Serious Catt to A Devout ano Horvy 
Lire. By William Law. 

THe Poems or JOHN Mitton. 

Vol. 1.—Paradise Lost. : 

Tur Prose Works or JOHN Mitton. 


In 2 volumes 


VoL. 1.—E/ikonoklastes and The Tenure of 


Kings and Magistrates. 
Se.ectr Works or Str Trromas More. 
Vol. 1.—Utopia and Poems. 


Tne Rerusiic or Prato. Translated by 


Tue Littvie 


By Thomas | 
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Double Volume. 
as been revised by 


Sydenham and Taylor. 
The translation 
W. H. DP. Rouse. 
Flowers or Sr. 
Translated by W. Heywood. 


FRANCIS. 


Tue Worxs or WittiaM SHAKEsreaRe. In 


10 Volumes. 

Vot.. t.—The Tempest ; The Two Gentlemen 
of Verona; The Merry Wives of Windsor ; 
Measure for Measure; The Comedy ot 


rrors, 

Vou.11,—Much Ado About Nothing ; Love's 
Labour’s Lost; A Midsummer Night's 
Dream; The Merchant of Venice; As You 
Like It. 

Vou. 11t.—The Taming of the Shrew ; All's 
Wellthat Ends Well; Twelfth Night ; The 
Winter's Tale. 

Vol. tv.—The Life and Death of King John; 
The Tragedy of King Richard the Second ; 
The First Part of King Henry tv.; The 
Second Part of King Henry tv. 

Vol. v.—The Life of King Henry v.; The 
First Partof King Henry vi. ; The Second 
Part of King Henry v1. 

Vol. vi1.—The Third Part of King Henry 
vt.; The Tragedy of King Richard ttn; 
The Famous History of the Life of King 
Henry viit. 

Tre Poems or, Percy Byssuz SHELtay. In ¢ 
volumes. 

Vol. 1.—Alastor ; The DC2mon of the World; 
The Revolt of Islam, etc. 

The Text has been revised by C. D. Locock. 
Tue Lire or Nevson. By Robert Southey. 
Tue NATURAL HistoRVAND ANTIQUITIES OF 

SELBORNE. By Gilbert White. 


Textbooks of Technology 
Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M.A., B.Sc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A. 
Fully /llustrated. 


How To MAkE A Dress. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Bre. 13. 6a, 

CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By F. C. Webber. 
Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

MitLINeRY, THEORETICAL AND PRACTICAL. 
By Clare Hill. Third Edition. Cr. 820. 


af. 
AN INTRODUCTION TO THE Stupy or TEX- 


TILE Peston. By Aldred F. Barker. Devszy 


Ste. 75. 6d. 
Buirpers’ Quantities. By H. C. Grubb. 
Cr. vo. 4s. 6d. 
Repousst Meta Work. By A. C. Horth. 
Cr. Sve. 25. 6a. 


By J. A. E. Wood. | Ecvectric Licht ann Powgr: 


An_ Intro- 
duction to the Study of Electrical Engineer- 
ing. E. E. Brooks, B.Se. (Lond) 
Second Master and Instructor of Physics 
and Electrical Engineering, Leicester 
Technical School, and W. H. N. James, 
A.R.C.S., A.LE.E., Assistant Instructor 
of Electrical Engineering, Manchester 
Municipal Technical School. Cr. Sre. 45. 6d. 

ENGINEERING WorxksHorp Practice. Ry 
C. C. Allen, Lecturer on Engineering, 
Municipal Technical Institute, ntry. 
With many Diagrams. Cr. &re. as. 


Handbooks of Theology 


Edited by R. L. OTTLEY, D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford, 
and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford. 
The series is intended, in part, to furnish the clergy and teachers or students of 
Theology with trustworthy Textbooks, adequately representing the present position 
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of the questions dealt with; in part, to make accessible to the reading public an 
accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all questions bearing on 
Theology and Religion. 


THe XXXIX, ARTICLES OF THE CHURCH OF| AN INTRODUCTIGN To THE HISTORY OF THE 
ENGLAND. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, CREEDS. y A. EB. Berg, .D.D) Demy 
Db. Fifth and Cheaper Edition in one 8vo. 105. 60. 

olume. Denty 8vo. 125. 6d. Tv ; 
HE PHILOSOPHY OF RELIGION IN ENGLAND 

An INtRopucTION To THE Hisrory OF AND AMERICA. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D. 
Reuicion. By F. B. Jevons. M.A., Dem. x08 


Litt.D. Third Edition. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. 
A History oF Earcty CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE. 


THE DocTrRiNE OF THE INCARNATION. ByR. 
L. Ottley, D.D. Second and Cheaper| By J. & Bethune-Baker, M.A. Demy 8vo. 
10s. 62. 


Edition. Demy 8vo. 125. 6d. 


The Westminster Commentaries 


General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College, 
Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis i in the University of Oxford. 


The object of each commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret the author's 
meaning to the present generation. The editors will not deal, except very subor 
dinately, with questions of textual criticism or philology; but, taking the English 
text in the Revised Version as their basis, they will try to combine a hearty accept- 
ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faith. 


Tue Book or Genesis. Edited with Intro-| THe First Epistte or Paut THE APOSTLE 
duction and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D. TO THE CORINTHIANS. Edited by H. L. 
Fifth Edition Demy 8vo. os. 6d. Goudge, M.A. Demy 8vo. 6s. 

Edited with In- 


Tue Boox or Jos. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, | THE EpisTie or St. JAMEs. 


D.D. Second Edition. Demty 8vo. 6s. 

Tue Acts of THE AposTLEs. Edited by R. 
B. Rackham, M.A. Demy 8vo. 
Edition. 10s. 6d. 


Third | THE Boox or EZEXKI1EL. 


troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling, 
D.D. Demy 8vo. 6s. 
Edited H. A. Red- 


path, M.A., D.Litt. Desty 8vo. 105. 6a. 


Part se Ficnion 


Adderley (Hon. and Rev. James), Author 

of ‘Stephen Remarx.’ Poe THE 
DAYS COME. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6 

Aibanesi (Ee Maria). SGSENNAH AND 
ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
8vo. 65. 

THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edi- 
tion. Cyr. 8uo. 6s. 

LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

PETER, A PARASITE. C>». 8ve. 6s. 

THE BROWN EYES OF MARY. TZhird 
Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s. 

I KNOW A MAIDEN. C>. 8vo. 6s. 

Anstey (F.). Author of ‘Vice Versa.’ A 
BAYARD FROM BENGAL. Illustrated 
by BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Third £dition. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. 62. 

Bagot (Richard). A een MYSTERY. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE PASSPORT. Fourth Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

TEMPTATION. Second Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

eee G OF NETS. 7welfth Edition. Cr. 
20. i 


DONNA DIANA. A New Edition. Cr. 


8vo. 6s. 
LOVE’S PROXY. 4 New Edition. Cr. 8vo. 


6s. 
Edition. Cr. 8voa. 6s- 

URITH. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

IN THE ROAR OF ae SEA. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 

CHEAP JACK ZITA Fourth . Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

MARGERY OF OO Thira 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edttion. 
Cr. 8uvo. 6s. 

JACQUETTA. Third Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s. 

KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

eo Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 


THE BROOM-SQUIRE. 
Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


Illustrated. 


DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cy. 8ve. 6s. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8uo. 6s. 

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated. 


Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
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BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. Illus-; VENDETTA. Jwenty-Kourth Edition. Cr. 
trated. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Bro. 6s. 
PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. 820. 6s. THELMA. Thirty-Fitth Edition. Cr. 800, 


WIN ee Illustrated. Second Edition. 6s. 
ARDATH: THE STORY OF A DEAD 


Cr. 8ve. 

ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo0. 6s. SELF. Seventeenth Edition, Cr. Bee. 65. 

MISS QUILLET. Illustrated. Cr. 8ve. 6s.| THE SOUL OF LILITH. Fourteenth Edi: 
tion. Cr. 80. 6s. 


CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. C>r. 820. 6s. 

IN DEWISLAND. Second Edition. Cr.| WORMWOOD, Fifteenth Ed. Cr. 800. 6s. 
Bro. 6s. BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 

LITTLE TU'PENNY. A New Edition. 6d. WORLD'S TR een: Forty-second 

See also Shilling Novels. Edition. Cr. 820. 

Barnett (Edith A.). *, WILDERNESS | THE SOKROWS OF SATAN. ifly-first 
WINNER. Cr. 810. 6s. Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Barr (James). LAUGHING THROUGH | THE MASTER Cr pee nheen: Tenth 
A WILDERNESS. Cr. 870. 6s. Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Barr (Robert) IN THE MIDST OF | TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 
ALARMS, Third Edition. Cr. 810. 6s. SUPREMACY. 150th Thousand. Cr. 

THE eee ARM. Second Edition. 8vo. 6s, 

GOD'S GOOD MAN: A SIMPLE LOVE 


1 A eg 


Cr. 8 
THE M OTABLE MANY. Third Edition. STORY. Eleventh Edition. Cr. 800. 6s. 
Cr. 8v0. 63. THE MIGHTY ATOM. TJwenty-si.cth Edt- 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. TAird Edition. tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Cr. 8x0. 6s. BOY: aSketch. Ninth Edition. Cr. 800. 6s. 
THE aes. ELECTRA. Second Edition. |] CAMEOS Twelfth Edition. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 
Cr. 8vo JANE. A New Edition. Cr. 8ve. 6s. 


THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 

IMustrated. Aird Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels and S. Crane. 

oag me (Harold) THE ADVENTURES 

F SIR JOHN SPARROW. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 
Belloc(Hilaire). EMMANUEL BURDEN 

MERCHANT. With 36 Illustrations by 

G. K. Cuxsrenton. Second Edition. 


Cotes (Mrs. Everard). See Sara Jeannette 
Duncan. 

Cotterell (Constance), THE VIRGIN 
AND THE SCALES. IHlustrated. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8v0. 

Grimes (Stephen) and Barr (Robert). 

HE ORUDDY. Cr&Svo 6s. 

Cabinets (S. R.), Author of ‘The Raiders,’ 


Cr. 8v0. etc. LOCHINVAR. Illustrated. J7Atrd 
Benson (E. oF. ) DODO. Fourth Edition. Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Cr. 820. 6s. THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. 80. 6s. 


THE CAPSINA. Second Ludition. Cr. 8vo. | Croker io M. a “a EK OLD CANTON. 
MEN Cr. 8x0. 
OHANNA., Second Pikrion: Cr. 800. 6s. 


6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Third Edition. 


Benson (Margaret). SUBJECT TO 


SS PE es 
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VANITY. Cri One. 35. Ged. Cr. Bre. 6s. 

Bretherton (Ralph). ay HE MILL. Cr. | A NINE DAYS’ WONDER. Third 
Bro. 65. Edition, Cr. 8x0. 68. 

Burton (J. Bloundelle). THE FATE | PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Sirth 
OF VALSEC. Cr. 870. 6s. Edition. Cr. 800. 65. 


ANGEL. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8ee. 68. 
A ee SECRET. T7aivrd Edition. Cr. 


A BRANDED NAME. Cr. 820. 6s. 
see also Shilling Novels. 

Capes (Bernard), Author of ‘The Lake of 8:0. 35. 6d. 
Wine.’ THE EXTRAORDINARY CON. Chostite (Mary). DISCIPLES. Cr. 8x0. 6s. 
FESSIONSOF DIANAPLEASE, TJéird > Dawson (A. J). DANIEL WHYTE. 
Edition, Cr. 820. 68. Cr. 820. 35. 6d. 

A FAY OF ITALY. Fourth Ed. Cr. 8r0. 6s. | Deane ener THE OTHER PAWN. 

LOAVES ANP FISHES. Second Edition. Cr. Spe. 





Cr. 820 Doyle (A. Conan), Author of ‘Sherlock 
A ROGUE'S, TRAGE DY. Second Edition. Holmes,” ‘The White Com pa, etc, 

Cr. By. ROUND THE RED LAM Tenth 
Charlton (Randall). MAVE. Second Fat- Edition. Cr. 8re0. 6s. 

tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s. Duncan (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard 


Chesney (Weatherby). THE TRAGEDY | Cotes) THOSE DELIGHTFUL 
o og GREAT EMERALD. Cr. AMERICANS. Illustrated. Third Edition. 
Cr. Sve. 6s. See also Shilling Novels. 
THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. | Findlater(J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES 
Second Edition. Cr. 8r0. 6s. OF BALGOWRIE, Fifth Edition. 
See also Shilling Novels. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Corelli (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO] THE LADDER TO THE STARS. Second 
WORLDS. Tiwenty-Scventh Edition. Cr. Edition. Cr. Sum. 6s. 
Sra. 6s. See also Shilling Novels. 
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Findlater (Mary) A NARROW WAY. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo.. 68. 
THE ROSE OF JOY. Third L£dition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
A BLIND BIRD’S NEST. With 8 Illus- 
trations. Cy». 8vo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels, 


Elfen lek . -) THE WEANS AT 
ROWA Illustrated. Second Edi- 


tion. oad 8vo. 6s. 
Paacerp en Gerald). MORE KIN 
THAN KI Cr. 8vo. 


: 6s. 
Brancis (M. E.)} STEPPING WEST- 
RD. Cyr. 8vo. 6s. 


igdee (Mrs. ai Author of ' The Stolen 
Emperor.” THE SLAKING OF THE 
SWORD. C>». 8vo. 6s. 

IN THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Fuller-Maitland (Ella), Author of ‘ The 
Day Book of Bethia Hardacre.” BLANCHE 
ESMEAD. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


Gates (Eleanor), Author of ‘The Biography 
of a Prairie Girl.’ THE PLOW-WOMAN. 
Creo. 6s. 


Gerard Ea eunee of ‘ Lady Baby.’ 


THE CONQU OF LONDON. 
Second Edition. o vr. ea 0. 6S. 
HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition. 


Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

MADE OF MONEY C>». 8vo. 6s. 

THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Cyr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third 
Edition. Cr. vo. 6s. 

See also Shilling Novels. 

Gissing (George), Author of ‘Demos,’ ‘In 
the Year of ubil ee,’ etc. THE TOWN 
TRAVELLER. Second Ed. Cr. ee 6s. 

THE CROWN OF LIFE. C>~. 8vo. 

Gleig (Charles) BUNTER’S CRUISE. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

Hamilton (M.), Mattar of ‘Cut Laurels.’ 
THE FIRST CLAIM. Cyr. 8vo. 6s. 

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING 

OODS. Fourteenth Edition, Cr. 8va. 6s. 

HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT- 

TANCE MAN. TZwel/th Edition. Cr. 


Sue. 68. 

THE SCHOLAR’S DAUGHTER. Jourth 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Harrod (F.) (Frances Forbes Robertson). 
THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. C>v. 


Svo. 6s. 
Herbertson (Agnes WU.) PATIENCE 
THE PROPHET OF 


DEAN. Cyr. 8vo. 6s. 

Hichens (Robert). 
Eu ae SQUARE. Second Edition. 
rv. 8v0 

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8va. 65. 

FELIX. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 

THE WOMAN WITH THE FANS 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

BYEWAYS. Cyr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Fifteenth 
Edition. Cyr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. 8vo. 65. 
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THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Hobbes (John Oliver), Author of ‘ Robert 


Orange. THE SERIOUS WOOING. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Hope (Anthony), THE GOD IN THE 
AR. TZenth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

A CHANGE OF AIR, Sixth £dition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Zd. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Micvar. 

Stirth Edition, Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
oe Pare Illustrated. Seventh Edition. 
THE KINGS MIRROR. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. vo. 6s. 
QUISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. C*>». 8vo. 6s. 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Ilus- 
trated. FKourth Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s. 
Hope (Graham), Author of ‘ A Cardinal anc 
his Conscience,’ etc., etc THE LADY 
OF LYTE. Second Edition. Cr.8v0. 6s. 
Hough (Emerson) THE Mee age 
BUBBLE. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Housman (Clemence). THE LIFE OF 
SIR AGLOVALE DEGALIS. Cy». 8va. 6s. 
Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe), Author of ‘Captain 
Kettle.’ MR. ee PURSER. 
Third Edition. Cr.8vo. 
PRINCE RUPERT, THE BUCCANEER. 


Illustrated. Cr. Bu0. 6s. 
Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES. 


Twenty-Ninth Edition, Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 
SEA URCHINS. Twelfth Edition.. . Cr 
8v0. 35. 6d. 
A MASTER OF CRAFT Illustrated. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Sixth 
Ldition. Cr. 8voe. 35. 6d. 


THE SKIPPER’S WOOING. Eighth Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 358. 6d. 

ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8v0. 33. 6d. 

AT SUNWICH PORT. Illustrated. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

James (Henry). THE SOFT SIDE. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 65. 

THE BETTER SORT. C~. 8vo. 6s. 

THE AMBASSADORS. Second Edition. 


Cr. 8vo. 65. 

THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Keays (H. A. Mitchell) HE THAT 


ees BREAD WITH ME. C>. 
8vo. 6s. 

Kester (Vaughan) THE FORTUNES 
OF THE LANDRAYS. C>. 8va. 6s. 
Lawless (Hon. Emily) WITH ESSEX 

IN IRELAND. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
eats ueux(W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 
STMINSTER. Third Edition, Cr. 


es 6s. 


FICTION 


THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Edition. 


Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 
Illustrated. Zhird Edition. Cr. 8v0. €s. 

BEHIND a THRONE. Third Edttion. 
Cr. 8ve. 

Levett- Veats (S.)} ORRAIN. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 


London (Jack), Author of ‘The Call of the 
Wild.’ ‘The Sea Wolf,’ etc. WHITE 
FANG. Second Edition. Cr. bve. 6s. 

Lucas(E. V.). LISTENER’S LURE: An 
Oblique Narration. arene 82a. Koil tte 
Ldition. Cr. 870. 6s. 

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN, 
vee q2ud Thousand. Cr. 80. 

M ‘Carthy (Justin H.), Author of ‘If 1] were 
Kin THEY LADY “OF LOYALTY 
HOtsE. Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 


THe DRY AD. Second Edition. Cr. 8uo. 6s. 

Macdonald (Ronald), THE SEA MAID. 
Second Edition. (7. 8vo. 65. 

A HUMAN TRINITY. Cr. 870. 65. 

NEARISTN Si -» IHE FORTUNE OF 
CHRISTINA MACNAB. ZaAtrd Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

a an COLONEL ENDERBY'S 

VIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 870. 65. 

A COURSEL OF PERFECTION Vew 
Edition. Cr. 820. 6s. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. Fificonih Edition. 
Cr. 8uv. 6s. 

THE CARISSIMA. Fourth Edition. 
Sve. ; 

FHE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edi. 
tion. Cr. Bro. 65. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
CALMADY. Seventh Edition. Cr.8vo0. 63. 

See also Books for Boys and Girls. 

Mann (Mrs. M. E.). OLIVIA'SSSUMMER. 
Second Edition. Cr. 87. 6s. 

A peeee ie ESTATE. A New Edrtion. 

rv, Re 

THE PARISH OF HILBY. 4 New Addition. 
Cr. 8r0. 

THE PARISH NURSE. 
Cr. 8vo. vs. 

(CRAN'MA'S JANE, Cr. 80. 65. 

MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr. 8-0. 


Cr. 


Fourth Edition. 


Os. 


A WINTER'S TALE. A New Lattion. 
Cr. 820. 6s. 

ONE ANOTHER’S BURDENS. A New 
Edition, Cr. 8270. 6s. 


ROSE AT HONEYVPOT... 7Aird kd. Cr. 
Svo. 6s. See also Books for Boys and Girls, 


THE MEMORIES OF RONALD LOVE 


Cr. 870. 65. 

THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS. Z4rrd 
Edition. Cr. 8rv. : 

Marriott (Charles), Author of ‘The 
Column.’ GENEVRA. Second Eattion. 
Cr. 82a. 6s. 

Marsh (Richard), THE TWICKENHAM 
PEERAGE. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE MAROUIS OF PUTNEY. Second 
Eadttion. vy. 820. 65. 
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A DUEL. Cr &20 
i iN THE SERVICE wit LOVE. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8ve. 6s. 


See also Shilling Novels. 

Mason (A. E. ve Author of ‘The Four 
Feathers,’ etc. LEMENTINA, Illus. 
trated. Second Edition. Cr. 8r0. 65. 

Mathers (Helen), Author of ‘Comin’ thro’ 
the Rye HONEY. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8 

GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Cr. 8v0. 


1k FERRYMAN. Second Edition. Cr. 
vo. 6s. 

TALLY-HO! Fourth Edition. Cr. 800. 6s. 
Maxwell (W. B.), Author of ‘The Ragged 


tee VIVIEN. Eighth Edition, 

8 

THE KAGGED MESSENGER. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8ve. 6s. 

FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 


THE GUARDED FLAME. Secents Edt. 
fiom. Cr. Bre. 6s. 
THe COUNTESS OF MAYBURY. <4 
ew Edition. Cr. 8 - 6s. 
ODD LENGTHS. Ce 


vo. O65. 
Meade (L. T.). DRIFT. " Steed Edition. 


Cr. 8re. 6s. 
RESURGAM. C>». 8rv. 6s. 
VICTORY. Cr. 8ve. 6s. 


See also Books for Boys and Girls. 


Melton (R.). CAESAR’S WIFE. Sccond 
Edition, Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Meredith (Ellis). HEART OF MY 
HEART. Cr. 8ve. 6s. 

Miller eae, LIVING LIES. Cr. 
Bro. 6s. 

‘Miss Molly’ (The Author of) THE 


GREAT RECONCILER. Cr. 8re. 6s. 
Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 
SPIDER. Pee Sirth Edition. 
as. 


Cr. 870. 3 

IN THE WHIRL OF ate RISING 
Third Edition. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 

THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8r0. 6s. 

Montresor (F. F.), Author of ‘Into the 
Highways and Hedges.’ ae ALIEN. 
Third Edition, Cr. 820. 

Morrison (Arthur), T ALES OF MEAN 
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr. 800. 63. 

a a oo THE JAGO Fifth Edition. 


10 “LONDON TOWN. 
Cr. 8re. 6s. 

CUNNING MURRELI. Cr. 8r0. 6s. 

THE HOLE INTHE WALL. Fourth Edr- 
tion. Cr. Bro. 65. 

DIVERS VANITIES: Cr. 820. os. 

Nesdit (E.). (Mrs. E. Bland} THE RED 
HOUSE. Hlustrated. Fonrth Edition. 
Cr. 8r0. 6s. 

See also Shilling Novels. 

Norris (W. E.), Aushor of ‘ Major Jim.’ 
HARRY AND URSULA. Cr. 8ro. 6s. 

Ollivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE 
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. NViath 
Edition. Cr. Sve. 65. 


Second Edition. 
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Oppenheim (E. Phillips). MASTER OF 
MEN. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Oxenham (John), Author of ‘Barbe of 
Grand Bayou.’ A WEAVER OF WEBS. 

Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Fourth 
Lidition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

PROFIT AND LOSS. With a Frontispiece 
in photogravure by Harotp Coppina. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE LONG ROAD. With a Frontispiece 
by Haro_p Coppinc. Cyr. 8vo. 6s. 

Pain (Barry), LINDLEY KAYS. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 

Parker (Gilbert) PIERRE AND HIS 
PEOPLE. Sixth Edition. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 

MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 


6s. 

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus- 
trated. Ninth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC: 
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fi/th 

Ldition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH. 
The Last Adventures of ‘Pretty Pierre.’ 
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY.  Illus- 
trated. Fourteenth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 
Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

I CROWN THEE KING. With Ilustra- 
tions by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier. 
Cr. 8uvo. 6s. 

Phillpotts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS. 
Third Edition. Cr. 870. 6s. 

Kifth Edi- 


CHILDREN OF THE MIST 
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 


Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE RIVER. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


THE AMERICAN PRISONER, 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE SECRET WOMAN. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

KNOCK AT A VENTURE. Witha Frontis- 
piece. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Edition. 
8vo. 6s. 


Fourth 


Cr. 


Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. x 
Pickthall (Marmaduke) SAID THE 
FISHERMAN. JA7/th Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
6s. 
BRENDLE. Second Edition, Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
THE HOUSE OF ISLAM. Third Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


| Sunbury (George). 
| Thompson (Vance). 
IFE. 


| Urquhart (M. 
THE POACHER'S WIFE. Second Edition. | Wow eh 
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*Q,’ Author of ‘Dead Man's Rock.’ THE 
WHITE WOLF. Second Edition. Cr. 
8vo. 6s. 

THE MAYOR OF TROY. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

MERRY GARDEN AND OTHER 
STORIES. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Rawson (Maud Stepney), Author of ‘A 
Lady of the Regency.’ ‘The Labourer’s 
Comedy,’ etc. THE ENCHANTED 
GARDEN. C>». 8vo. 6s. 

Rhys (Grace). THE WOOING OF 
SHEILA. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Ridge (W. Pett) LOST PROPERTY. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

ERB. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

A SON OF THE STATE. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 358. 6d. 

A BREAKER OF LAWS. A New Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

MRS. GALER’S BUSINESS. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. C>». 8ve. 
Ss. 6d. 

THE WICKHAMSES. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Roberts (C. G. D.) THE HEART OF 
THE ANCIENT WOOD. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

Russell (W. Clark) MY DANISH 
SWEETHEART. Illustrated. 27th 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. 
Second Edition. Cr. 6vo. 6s. 

ABANDONED. Second Edition. Cr. Sve. 6s. 

See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Sergeant (Adeline). BARBARA’S 

MONEY. C>». 8vo. 6s. : 

THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. Cr». 
8vo. 6s. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE COMING OF THE RANDOLPHS. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

See also Shilling Novels. . 
Shannon. (W.F.) THE MESS DECK. 

Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

See also Shilling Novels. 
Shelley(Bertha), ENDERBY. C». 8vo. 6s. 
Sidgwick (Mrs. Alfred), Author of ‘Cyn- 

thia’s Way.’ THE KINSMAN. With § 
Illustrations by C. E. Brock. Second Ed. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Sonnichsen (Albert), DEEP-SEA VAGA- 
BONDS. C» 8vo. 6s. 

THE HA’PENNY 

Cr. 8vo. 35. 6a. 

SPINNERS OF 

Cr. 8uo. 6s. 


A TRAGEDY IN COM- 
MONPLACE. Second Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Waineman (Paul). THE SONG OF THE 
FOREST. Cy». 8vo. 6s. 

A HEROINE FROM FINLAND. Cx 
820. 68. 
See also Shilling Novels. 

Waltz (E. C.). THE ANCIENT LAND- 
MARK: A Kentucky Romance. Cy». avo. 
6s 


Illustrated. 


Illustrated. 


MILLIONAIRE. 


FICTION 


Watson (H. B. Marriott) ALARUMS 
AND EXCURSIONS. Cr. 8re. 6s. 

CAPTAIN FORTUNE. Third £aition. 
Cr. 820. 6s. 

TWISTED EGLANTINE. With 8 Illus- 
trations by FRANK Craic. Third Edition. 


Cr. 800. 6s. 

THE HIGH TOBY. With a Frontispiece. 
Third Edition. Cr. 820. 6s. 

A MIDSUMMER DAY'S 
Second Edition. Cr 8vo. os. 

See also ailing Novels, 

Wells Pe .). HE. SEA LADY, 
8x0. 

We rman(Stanle ), Author of ‘A Gentleman 
ofF France.. UNDER THE RED ROBE. 
With Illustrations by R. C. Woopvitce. 
Teaentieth Edition. Cr. Bre. 6s. 

White (Stewart E.), Author of ‘ The Blazed 
Trail.’ CONJUROR’S HOUSE. A 
ig ay the Free Trail. Second Fastion. 


Cr. 8v0 
White (Powe: ).. THE SYSTEM. Third 


DREAM. 


Cm 


Edttion. 7, Bvo. 6s. 

THE PATIENT MAN. Second Fdrtion. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Willlams (Margery), THE BAR. Cr. 
8vea. 6s. 
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Williamson (Mrs. C. N.), Author of ‘ The 
Barnstormers.’ THE ADVENTURE 


OF PRINCESS SYLVIA. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bro. 6s. 
THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Cr. 820. 6s. 
THE SEA COULDTELL. Sccond Edition. 


Cr. 8x0. 68. 
THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS. 
Cr. Bre. 65. 


Third Edition. 

PAPA. Cr. 8ve. : 

Williamson (C. N. and A. M.). THE 
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: Being the 
Romance of a Motor Car.  I[lustrated. 
Fifteenth Edition. Cr. 80. 

THE PRINCESS pee 
Seventh Edition. Cr. 800. 

MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. With 
16 Illustrations Sighth Edition. Cr. 
820. 6s. 

THE CAR OF DESTINY AND ITS 
ERRAND IN SPAIN. Third Edition. 
Illustrated. 

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 
Sixth Edition. Cr. 8ve. 68. 

wile (Dolf), Author of ‘Uriah the 

ittite.” THE PATHWAY OF THE 
PIONEER Autres). Fourth 
Edition. 


6s. 
Illustrated. 


(Nous 
Cr. Sve. Gs. 


Methuen’s ae Novels 


Cr. Svo. 

Author of ‘Miss Molly.” THE GREAT 
RECONCILER. 

Balfour (Andrew), VENGEANCE 1S | 
MINE. 

TO ARMS. 

Baring-Gould(S.). MRS. CURGENVEN | 
OF CURGENVEN. 

DOMITIA. 


THE FROBISHERS. 

CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. 

DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 

Barlow (Jane), Author of ‘Irish Idylls.’ 
FROM THE EAST UNTO) TH: 
WEST 

A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES, 

THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES. 

THE LAND OF THE SHAMROCK. 

Barr (Robert), THE VICTORS. | . 

Saree (George). THIRTEEN EVEN- 

GS. 


Benson (EB. F.), Author of Dodo.” THE 


CAPSINA, ee. ve 
Bowles (G. Stewart), A STRETCH OFF 


THE LAND. 
Brooke (Emma). THE POET'S CHILD. 
THE CHARMER. 
THE SQUIREEN. 
THE RED LEAGUERS. 
Burton (J. Bloundelle). 
SALT SEAS. 
THE CLASH OF ARMS. 
DENOUNCED. 
FORTUNE'S MY FOR. 
A BRANDED NAME. 


ACROSS THE 


Cloth, 


| Cobb, Thomas. 








. nel. 


"epee ee een AT A WINTER'S 
FIR 


uchatey (Weatherby). THE BAPTIST 


ING. 


THE BRANDED PRINCE. 


THE FOUNDERED GALLEON. 
OHUN&TOPP. 
HE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.)} A FLASH OF 
SUMMER. 

A CHANGE OF FACE. 

Colllng wood (Harry de THE DOCTOR 
OF THE ‘JUL. (eT. 

a (L. Cope) SONS OF ADVER. 


Cotterell (Constance). THE VIRGIN 
AND THE SCALES. 


ae ts (Stephen). WOUNDS IN THE 
4 


Denny (C. £.). THE ROMANCE OF 
UPFOLD MANOR. 
ee en” THE BLACK WOLF'S 


E 

Dickinson (Evelyn). THE SIN OF 
ANGELS. 

Dee (Sara J. » THE POOLIN THE 

IES 

A vorRce OF CONSOLATION 
trated. 

Embree (C. F.). A HEART OF FLAME. 
Ilustrsted. 

Pee Manville) AN ELECTRIC 

- A DOUBLE KNOT. 


Illus- 
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Findlater (Jane H.). 
STRIFE 

Findlater (Ma ry OVER THE HILLS. 

on (G.) MORE KIN THAN 


Fletcher (J. S.). DAVID MARCH. 
LUCAN THE DREAMER. 
on at (R. E.)}) THE SWORD OF 


Francis M E.). MISS ERIN. 

Gallon (Tom), RICKERBY’S FOLLY. 

Gerard (Dorothea). THINGS THAT 
HAVE HAPPENED. 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 

THE SUPREME CRIME. 


A DAUGHTER OF | Nesbit 


Gilchrist (R. Murray), WILLOWBRAKE | 


Glanville (Ernest). 
RIDER 

THE LOST REGIMENT. 

THE KLOOF BRIDE. 

THE INCA’'S TREASURE. 

Gordon (Julien). MRS. CLYDE. 

WORLD'S PEOPLE 

Goss (C. F.). 

a aa aiioteen , 
ray (E. M‘Queen 
SHI iP 


Hales (A. G.) JAIR THE APOSTATE. 
Hamilton(Lord Ernest), MARY HAMIL. 


ON. 
Harrison (Mrs. Burton). A PRINCESS 
OF THE HILLS. _IIlustrated. 
er (I.). THE SINGER OF MARLY. 
ae (Emerson) THE MISSISSIPPI 


BBL 
‘Tota’ (Mrs. Caffyn). 
VER 
THE KEEPERS OF 


ANNE MAULE. 
Sapte a (Edgar) 
TH 


ear C. F.). THE JOURNALIST. 

Keily (Florence Finch). WITH HOOPS 
OF STEEL. 

Langbridge (V.) and Bourne (C. H. 
THE VALLEY OF INHERITANCE. 

MAELCHO. 

MAN OF SENTI. 


JOSIAH’S WIFE. 
THE AUTOCRATS. 
THE STORY OF 


THE 


Lawless (Hon. Emi iy. 

Linden one A WON 
MENT 

Lorimer (Norma). 

Lush (Charles K.). 

Macdonell (Anne). 
TERESA 

ee et (Harold). PUPPET 
CROW 


Mackie (Pauline peeerand)- THE VOICE 
IN THE DESER 

Marsh (Richard). 
THE UNSEEN. 

GARNERED. 

A METAMORPHOSIS. 

MARVELS AND MYSTERIES. 

BOTH SIDES CF THE VEIL. 


Tee (J. W.). THE CYNIC AND THE 
SYREN. 


“THE SEEN AND 


Meade (L. TT.) RESURGAM. 
Monkhouse (Allan). 


Moore (Arthur). 
TILIOUS. 


LOVE IN A LIFE. 
THE KNIGHT PUNC. 


THE DESPATCH | Randall ~ Gokn). 


| Rhys (Grace 
THE REDEMPTION OF | Rickert (Ec (Edith), OUT OF THE CYPRESS 
MY STEWARD: | a 


METHUEN’S CATALOGUE 


E. (Mrs. Bland). THE LITER. 
ARY SE 


Norris (Ww. rs i aie 
MATTHEW AUST 
THE DESPOTIC LADY. 
at (Mrs.). THE LADY’S WALK. 
SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE. 
THE TWO MARY'S. 
Pendered (M. L.) AN ENGLISHMAN. 
ee (Mrs. Frank). A MIXED MAR. 


Phillpotts (Eden). THE STRIKING 
HOURS. 


FANCY FREE. 
WOMA oe TIME AND THE 


AUNT BETHIA’S 


oe (Walter), FORTUNE'S DAR 


' Rayner (Olive Pratt). ROSALBA. 
THE DIVERTED VIL. 


Roberton H.). AGALLANT QUAKER. 
| Russell, (W. Clark) ABANDONED. 
Saunders (Marshall), ROSE A CHAR. 


Sergeant (Adeline) ACCUSED AND 
ACCUSER. 

BARBARA'S MONEY. 

THE ENTHUSIAST. 

A GREAT LADY. 

THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 

THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD. 

UNDER SUSPICION. 

THE YELLOW DIAMOND. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. 

THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. 


Shannon (W. F.). JIM TWELVES, 
Stepheas (R. N.). AN ENEMY OF THE 


Strain (E. H.). ELMSLIE’S DRAG NET. 
Stringer (Arthur). THESILVER POPPY. 
Saar ete: CHRISTALLA. 
A WOMAN OF FORTY. 
Sutherland (Duchess of), ONE HOUR 
AND THE NEXT. 
Swan (Annie). LOVE GROWN COLD. 
Swift Soe: SORDON. 
SIRE 
Tangueray (Mrs. B. M.). THE ROYAL 


Thompson (Vance). SPINNERS OF 
a econ (Mrs. E.W.). SILENT 


DOMIN 

Upward (Allen) ATHELSTANE FORD. 

Waineman (Paul). A HEROINE FROM 
FINLAND 

BY A FINNISH LAKE. 

Watson (H. B. Marriott), THESKIRTS 
OF HAPPY CHANCE 


‘Zack.’ TALES OF DUNSTABLE WEIR. 
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